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to  Saturninus. 
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ACT    I.     SCENE], 

K    0  M  E. 

Enter  the  Tribunes  cn:d  Senators  aloft,  as  in  the  Senate* 
Enter  Saturninus  and  bis  followers  at  one  door,  and  BafTi- 
anus  and  I.  is  fdlcw'rs  at  tbe  other,  ivitb  drum  and  colours, 

Sat.'l^  TOBLE   Patricians,  patrons  of  my  right. 
j^k        Defend  tbe  juftice  of  my  caufe  with  arm;  3 
^   ^j     And  countrymen  my  loving  followers, 
Plead  my  fucceflive  title  with  your  fwords* 
1  am  the  full-born  fon  of  him  that  laft 
Wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome: 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Ba  .   R.TKjns,  friends,  foil'wers,  favourers  of  my  rijjht  j 
If  ev?r  BaJJUttvs,  Cdpt^fon, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  pallage  to  the  Capitol  j 
And  fuffcr  not  d.ionour  to  approach 
Th'  imperial  feat,  to  virtue  conlccrate, 

*  Tlu  ii  o;u  <./ tbe  ?hys  ivhuh  ought  not  lo  l-c  kek%dupon 
ts  be  o/Shakeij^ar's  :.o,n}ofu.i«n.  Jby  ghtilrg  ,t  tee  credit  of 
a  fiiv  of  lis  i<wci  injirted  here  and  tbtre  i'.g'A  tit,  dyridit 

»f  writing  tht  ^hvie, 
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To  juftice,  continence,  and  nobility: 

But  let  defert  in  pure  election  fhme; 

And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft  tvlth  the  crown. 

Mar.  Princes,  that  flrive  by  factions  and  by  friends, 
Ambitioufiy  for  rule  and  empery  ! 
Know  that  the  people  of  Rene,  for  whom  we  ftand 
A  fpecial  party,  have  by  common  voice, 
In  free  election  for  the  Reman  empery, 
Chofen  Andronicus,  fir-named  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome, 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior, 
Lives  not  this  day  within  our  city  walls. 
He  by  the  Senate  is  accited  home, 
From  weary  wars  againft  the  barb'rous  Goths, 
That  with  his  fons  (a  terror  to  our  foes) 
Hath  yoak'd  a  nation  ftrong,  train'd  up  in  arms. 
Ten  years  are  fpent  fince  firft  he  undertook 
This  caufe  of  Rome,  and  chafrifed  with  arms 
Our  enemies  pride.     Five  times  he  hath  returned 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  fons 
In  coffins  from  the  field. 

And  new  at  lafi,  laden  with  honour's  fxnls, 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 
Let  us  ir.treat,  by  honour  of  hi?  name, 
Whom  (worthily)  you  would  have  now  fucceed, 
And  in  the  Capitcl  and  Senate's  right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, 
That  you  withdraw  you,   and  abate  your  Strength; 
Difmifs  your  followers,  and  as  fui'ovs  friou'd, 
Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  Tribune  fpeaks,  to  calm  my  thoughts ! 

Baf.  Marcus  Andronicus,  fo  I  do-,  a  fly 

In  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity, 

And  fo  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine, 

Thy  noble  brother  Titus  and  his  fofis, 

And  her  to  whom  our  thoughts  are  humbled  all, 

Ciacious  Irfvjm'a,  Rmis  rich  ornament, 

Tlut 
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That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  friends  j 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour, 
Commit  my  caufe  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

\Exeuni  Soldiers. 

Sat.   Friends  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all  j 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myfelf,  my  pcrfon  and  the  caufe: 
Rome,  be  as  iuft  and  eracious  unto  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Baf.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[They  go  up  into  the  Senate-hottfe* 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  a  Captain. 

Cap.  Remans,  make  way  :  the  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  beft  champion, 
Succefs/ul  in  the  battles  that  he  fights, 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  retum'd 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  bis  fword, 
And  brought  to  yoak  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  then  enter  Mutius  qnd  Mar- 
cus: after  them ,  tivo  men  bearing  a  coffin  cover' d  ivitb 
black  j  then  Qujntus  -and  Lucius.  After  them  Titus 
Andronicus;  and  then  Tamor a,  the  S^ueen  of  Goths, 
Alarbus,  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  tvith  Aaron  f^Moor, 
pr  if  oners  l  Soldiers,  a;;d  other  Attendants.  They  fet  down 
tie  ccjfin,  and  Titus  f peaks. 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds  ! 
Lo,  as  the  bark  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  freight, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay, 
From  whence  at  fir  ft  me  weigh'd  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andror.icus  with  laurel  boughs, 
To  rc-falute  his  country  with  his  tears; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend' 

Romans, 


8         Titus  Andronicus. 

Remans^  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  fons, 

Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 

Behold  the  poor  remains  alive  and  dead  ! 

Thefe  that  furvive,  let  Rome  reward  with  love; 

Thefe  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home, 

With  burial  among  their  anceftors. 

Here  Gotbs  have  given  me  leave  to  meath  my  fword  : 

Titusy  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 

Why  fuffer'ft  thou  thy  fons,  unburied  yet, 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  more  of  Styx  ? 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren. 

[Tbey  open  tbe  Tomb. 

There  great  in  filence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 

And  fleep  in  peace,  flam  in  your  country's  wars: 

O  facred  receptacle  of  my  joys, 

Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility, 

How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftore, 

That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more ! 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Gotbst 

That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile, 
Ad  manes  Fratrum  facrifice  his  flefti, 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones: 
That  fo  the  fhadows  be  not  unappeas'd, 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  nobleft  that  furvives, 
The  eldeft  fon  of  this  diftrefled  Queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Roman  brethren,  gracious  conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  tbe  tears  I  flied, 
A  mother's  tears  in  paflion  for  her  fon : 
And  if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O  think  my  fons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  ? 
But  muft  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  ftreets, 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  caufe  ? 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  King  and  common-weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe  : 
Andronicus,  fkin  not  thy  tomb  with  blood. 

Wilt  the.1,  draw  jtear  the  nature  of  ;ke  God?  ? 

3?raw 
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Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful  j 
Sweet  mtrcy  is  nobility's  true  badge. 
Thrice  noble  Titus,  fpare  rny  firft-born  fon. 

Tit.  Patient  yourfelf,  Madam,  and  pardon  me.. 
Thefe  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Gotbs  behold 
Alive  and  dead,  and  for  their  brethren  flain 
Religioufly  they  afk  a  facrifice  5 
To  this  your  fon  is  markt,  and  die  he  muft, 
T'  appcafe  their  groaning  ihadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  fire  ftiaight. 
And  with  our  fwords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood, 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  'till  they  be  clean  coafum'd. 

[Exeunt  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Luc3us> 
•with  Alarbus. 

Tarn.  O  cruel  irreligious  piety! 

Chi.  Was  ever  Scytbia  halffo  barbarous? 

Dcm.  Oppofe  not  Scytbia  to  ambitious  Rome* 
Alarbus  goes  to  reft,  and  we  furvive 
To  tremble  under  Titus   threatning  looks. 
Then,  Madam,  ftand  refolv'd ;  but  hope  withal, 
The  felf-fame  Gods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  fharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  *  tyrant  in  her  tent, 
May  favour  Tamsra,  the  Queen  of  Gotbs, 
(When  Gotbs  were  Gotbs,  and  Tamora  was  Queen) 
To  quit  her  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Enter  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus  and  Lucius. 

Luc.  See  Lord  and  father,  how  we  have  performed 
Our  Roman  rites:  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopt, 
And  intrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire, 
Whofe  fmoke,  like  incenfe,  dot!)  peifume  the  fky. 
Remaineth  nought  but  to  inter  our  brethren, 
And  with  loud  brums  welcome  them  to  Rtrr.e. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicui 

*   Polymneftor,  tvbofe  eyes  were  fulFd  cut  and  fens  mur- 
der d  by  Hecuba,  in   revenge  for   kit  having  treacbei  oujiy 
jlain  her  fon  Polydorc,     Euripid,  in   Hec. 

Make 
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Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  fouls. 

[Then  found  trumpets,  and  lay  the  coffins  in  the  temh. 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  Ions, 
Rome's  readied  champions,  repofe  you  here, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mifhaps  : 
Here  lurks  no  treafon,  here  no  envy  fwells, 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges,  here  no  ftorms, 
No  noife :  but  filence  and  eternal  fleep  : 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fbns ! 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  Lord  Titus  long, 
My  noble  Lord  and  father,  live  in  fame  1 
Lo  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethrens  obfequies : 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome* 
O  blefs  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand. 
Whofe  fortune  Rome's  beft  citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  haft  thus  lovingly  preferv'd 
The  cordial  of  mine  age,  to  glad  mine  heart ! 
Lavinia,  live,  out-live  thy  father's  days, 
In  fame's  eternal  date  for  virtue's  praife, 

Mar.  Long  live  Lord  Titue,  my  beloved  brother, 
Gracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  I 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus, 
Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  fuccefsful  wars. 
Yon  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  fame  : 
Fair  Lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all, 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords. 
But  fafer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon  s  happinefs, 
And  triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed. 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whofe  friend  in  juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  in  their  truft, 
This  palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  hue, 
And  name  thee  in  eleftion  for  the  empire, 
With  thefe  our  late  deceafed  Emperor's  fonsj 

Be 
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Be  Candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on, 

And  help  to  fct  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit,  A  belter  head  her  glorious  body  fits, 
Than  his  that  1T1ak.es  for  age  and  feeblenefs: 
What  fhould  I  don  this  robe,  and  trouble  you  ? 
Fe  chofe  with  proclamations  to-day, 
To-moirow  yield  up  rule,  rcfign  my  life, 
And  fet  abroach  new  bufinefs  for  you  all? 
JRcmc,  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years, 
And  led  my  country's  (trength  fuccefsfuily, 
And  buried  one-and-twenty  valiant  fons, 
Knighted  in  field,  flain  manfully  in  arms, 
In  right  and  fervice  cf  their  noble  country. 
Give  me  a  ftaff  of  honour  for  mine  age, 
But  not  a  fcepter  to  controul  the  world. 
Upright  he  held  it,  Lords,  that  held  it  laft. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  fhalt  obtain  the  empery. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune,  canft  thou  tell? 

Tit.  Patience,  Prince  Saturnine! 

Sat.  Ripians,  do  me  right ! 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  and  fheath  them  not 
TiJl  Saturnir.us  Le  Rcmt's  Emperor. 
Aidrcnicus,  would  thou  wert  fhipt  to  hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc-   Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee  ! 

Tit.  Content  thee,  Prince,  I  will  reftore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelves. 

Baf.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  'till  I  die  : 
My  faftion  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  mofr  thankful  be  5  and  thanks,  to  men 
O;  rx.bie  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  aik  your  voices,  and  your  fuftragesj 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus? 

Mar.  To  gratify  the  good  Ardronkuz, 
And  gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome, 
1  h'  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  vou,  a^id  this  fuit  I  make, 

That 
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That  you  create  your  Emperor's  eldeft  fan, 
Lord  Saturnine;  whofe  virtues  will,  I  hope/ 
ReflecT  on  Rome,  as  Titans  rays  on  earth 
And  ripen  juftice  in  this  common-weal.  ' 
Then  if  you  will  elect:  by  my  advice 
Crown  him,  and  fay,  Long  live  our Emperor  f 

Mar.  With  voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort 
Patricians  and  Plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Satuminus,  Rome's  great  Emperor; 
And  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine  ! 

V**    «rv      *  j      ■  W^'ZfiM'fo  Wltbey  comedown, 
tat.  Titus  Andromcus,  for  thy  favours  done 
"  a  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deferts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs : 
And  for  an  onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 
*  Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
Lwvbiia  will  I. make  my  Emprefs, 
Rome's  royal  miftrefs,  miftrefs  of  my  heart 
And  in  the  facred  Pantheon  her  efpoufe:      ' 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee» 

T  uu       d?h*ml  W°rthy  L°rd>  a,ld  in  this  n^tch, 
I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  Grace  ' 

And  here  in  fight  of  R,me,  to  Saturninus,  ' 

King  and  commander  of  our  common-weal, 

The  wide  world's  Emperor,  do  I  confecrate 

My  fword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners; 

Preients  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  Lord 

Receive  them  then,  the  tribate  that  1  owe 

Mine  honour's  enfigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life. 

How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 

Rome  mail  record  j  and  when  I  do  forget 

The  leaft  of  thefe  unfpeakable  deferts, 

Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

vTw   NT'  fMadan\are  y°"  prifoner  to  an  Emperor, 
lo  him  that  for  your  honour  and  your  ftate 
Will  ufe  you  nobly,   and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  Lady,  truft  me,  of  the  hue  [To  Tamora, 
That  I  would  chute,  were  I  to  chufe  a-new  : 

Clear 
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Clear  up,  fair  Qneen,  that  cloudy  countenance ; 

Tho*  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer. 

Thou  com'lr  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome  : 

Princely  thai]   be  thy  ufage  every  way. 

Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 

Daunt  all  your  hopes  :   Madam,  who  comforts  you 

Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths, 

hainr.ia,  yon  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this? 

Lav.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  fich  true  nobility 
Warrants  thefe  words  in  princely  courtcfy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  fwect  Lwvin-a.     Romans,  let  us  go. 
Raofomlels  here  we  let  our  prilbners  free ; 
Proclaim  our  honours,  Lords,  with  trum"p  and  drum. 

Baf.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  Lavinia. 

Tit.  How,  Sir?  are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  Lord? 

Baf  Ay,  noble  Titus  j  and  refolv'd  withal, 
To  do  myfelf  this  reafon  and  this  right. 

[The  Emperor  courts  Tamora  in  dumbjketa. 

Mar.  Suurt  cu'uptt  is  our  Roman  juflice  : 
This  prince  in  julHce  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Lac.  And  that  he  will,  and  fhall,  if  Lucius  live. 

fit.  Traitors,  avant!  where  is  the  Emperor's  guard  ? 
Trtfafon,  my  Lord  j  Lavinia  is  furpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surpriz'd  !   by  whom  ? 

Baf.  By  him  that  juftly  may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exit  Baffianus  ixiith  Lavinia* 

SCENE     IV. 

Mat.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away, 
And  with  my  fword  I'll  keep  this  door  fecure. 

Tit.  Follow,  my  Lord,  and  I'll  foon  bring  her  back, 

Mut.  My  Lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit.  What!  villain-boy, 
Barr'ft  me  my  way  in  Rome?  [He  k'rfh  bitn, 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius  help. 

Lac.  My  Lord,  you  are  uniuft,  and  more  than  fo, 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  your  fon. 

Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  fons  cf  mine. 
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My  fons  would  never  fo  difhonour  me. 
Traitor,  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  Emperor, 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will,  but  not  tc  be  his  wife, 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no,  the  Emperor  needs  her  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  flock ; 
I'll  truft  by  leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once, 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traiterous  haughty  fons, 
Confederates  all,  thus  to  difhonour  me. 
Was  there  none  elfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  ffcla  of 
But  Saturnine?  full  well,   ^ndrmkus, 
Agree  thefe  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
That  faid'ft,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

lit.  O  monib-ous  !  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe? 
Sat.  But  go  thy  ways;  to  give  that  changing  piece, 
To  him  that  flourifh'd  for  her  with  his  fwordj 
A  valiant  fon-in-law  thou  fhalt  enjoy: 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  fon« 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Ri&re. 

Tit.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wuunded  heart. 
Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora.  Queen  of  Goths, 
That,  like  the  ftately  Rbcsbe  'mong  her  nymphs, 
Doft  cvar-fhine  the  gallant'ft  dames  of  Ronx, 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice, 
Eehold  I  chufe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride, 
And   will  create  thee  Emprefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Gabs,  dolt  thou  applaad  my  choice :, 
And  here  I  iwear  by  all  the  Rcrr.au  Gods, 
(Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near, 
And  taper*  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hytmnaeas  ftands,) 
I  will  not  re-fa'utethe  ftreets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  'till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  efpous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tar.  *And  here  in  fight  of  heav'n  to  Rome  I  fwear, 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires, 
A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Afcend,  fair  Queen,  Pat&bt*n\  Lords,  accompany 

Your  noble  Emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride, 

,  Seiit 
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Sf.nt  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  SaturKtnet 

"Whofe  wifdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered: 

There  /hall  we  confummate  our  fpoufal  rites.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V. 

Manci  Titus  Andronicus. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride. 
T;t;ay  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk,  alone, 
Diihonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 

Enter  Marcus  Andtonicas,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Marcus.. 

Mar.  Oh,  Titus,  fee,  oh  fee  what  thou  haft  done ! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  flain  a  virtuous  fon. 

Tit.  No,  foclim  Tribune,  no:  no  fon  of  mine, 
Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  confederates  in  the   deed, 
That  hath  diihonour'd  all  our  family} 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  fons! 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes, 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit.  Traitors,  away!  he  refts  not  in  this  tombj 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  flood, 
Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified : 
Here  none  but  foldiers,  and  Rome's  fervitors 
Kepofe  in  fame:  none  bafely  (lain  in  brawls. 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  this  ic  impiety  in  you  ; 
My  nephew  Mutius*  deeds  do  plead  for  him, 
He  muft  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Sims.  And  fhall,  c:  him  we  will  accompany. 

Tit.  And  (Lull?  what  villain  was  it  fpake  that  word  f 

Qujn.  He  that  would  vcuch't  in  any  place  but  heni. 

Tit.  What,  -•■ould  you  bury  him  in  mydefpig). 

Mar.  No,  noble  77f«,  but  in  treat  of  thee, 
To  pardon  Mutiu:  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit.  Marcus,  ev'n  thou  haft  (truck  upon  my  crel  , 
And  with  thefe  boys  mine  honour  fhou  haft  wounded. 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one, 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Luc.  He  is  not  well  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 

B   2  Spirit 


x6        Titus  Andronicus. 

Quiti.  Not  I,  'till  Mutius*  bones  be  buried. 

[The  brother  and  t  be  Jons  lined. 
Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead — - 
S^uin.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak, — 
Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed. 
Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  foull" 
Luc.  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  all! 
Mar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  neft, 
That  died  in  honour,  and  La<vinias  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks  upon  advice  did  bury  Ajax 
That  ilew  himfelfj  and  wife  Laertes1  (on 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rife,  Marcus,  rife 

The  difmaH'ft  day  is  this  that  e'er  I  faw, 
To  be  dishonour' d  by  my  fons  in  Rome: 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[They  put  him  in  the  tenth. 
Luc.  There  lie  thy  bones,  fweet  Mutius, with  thy  friends, 
*Xill  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! 

[  Thy  all  kneel,  and  faj 
No  man  fhed  tears  for  noble  Mutius! 
He  lives  in  fame,  that  died  in  virtue's  caufe. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  to  ftep  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumps, 
How  comes  it  that  the  fubtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fudden  thus  advanced  in  Rome? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus;  but  I  know  it  is: 
If  by  device  or  no,  the  heav'ns  can  tell; 
Is  me  not  then  beholden  to  the  man, 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  far  ? 

SCENE      VI. 

Fhurijh.  Enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  Chiron,  and  De- 
metrius, tvitb  the  Moor  at  one  door.  At  tot  other  doer 
Baffianus  and  Lavinia  with  others. 

Sat.  So,  BaJJianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prire  j 
God  give  you  joy,  Sir,  of  your  gallant  bride ! 

Baf. 
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BaJ.  And  you  of  yours,  my  Loid  ;  I  fay  no  more, 
Nor  wifh  no  lefs,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Hat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power, 
Thou  and  thy  faction  /hall  repent  this  rape. 

BaJ.  Rape  call  you  it,  my  Lord,  to  feize  my  own, 
My  true  betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all, 
Mean  while  I  am  pofTeft  of  that  is   mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  Sir  j  you  are  very  fliort  with  us, 
But  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  fharp  with  you. 

BaJ.  Mv  Lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  heft  I  may, 
Anlwer  I  mult,  and   fhall  oo  with   fny  life ; 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know, 
By  all  the  duties  which  I  owe  to  Romey 
This  noble  gentleman,  Lord  Titus  here, 
|j  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd, 
That  in   the  re  feu  e  of  Lavinia, 
"With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  fon, 
In  real  to  you,  and  highly  mcv'd  to  wrath, 
To  be  controuTd  in  tbat  he  frankly  gave; 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine, 
That  hath  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  deeds 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit.   Prince  Bajfianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds. 
'Tis  thou,  and  thofe,  that  have  difhonour'd  me  : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge, 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturmtte, 

Tarn.  My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  rr.e  fpeak,  indifferently,  for  all • 
And  at  my  fuit  (fweet)  pardon  what  is  pail. 

Sat.  What,  Madam,  be  difhonour'd  openly, 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tarn.  Not  (o,  my  Lord;   the  Gods  of  Rome  fore*  fend, 
I  mould  be  author  to  dishonour  you  : 
But,  on  mine  honour  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  Lord  Titus'1  innocence  in  all  ; 
Whofe  Jury  not  diffembed  fpe  ks  his  griefs  : 
Then  at  my  fuit  look  gracioufly  on  him, 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  f  jppole, 
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Nor  with  four  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart.—— 

My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  laft,  \AJlic, 

Diflemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents : 

You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne  j 

Left  then  the  people  and  patricians  too 

Upon  a  pit  furvey  take  Titus'  part, 

And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude, 

"Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  hainous  fin, 

Yield  at  intreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  j 

I'll  find  a  day  to  maflacre  them  all, 

And  rafe  their  faction,  and  their  family, 

The  cruel  father  and  his  traiterous  fons, 

To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fon's  life : 

And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  Qu^een 

Kneel  in  the  f,,eets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain.—— 

Come,  come,  fweet  Emperor- -come,  Androrieu$-~[Alcud. 

Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  chear  the  heart, 

That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife  Titus,  rife,  my  Emprefs  hath  prevail'd. 
Tit.  I  lhank  your  Majefty,  and  herj  my  Lord, 

Thefe  words,  thefe  looks,  infufe  new  life  in  me. 
Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 

A  Reman  now  adopted  happily: 

And  mud  advjfe  the  Emperor  for  his  good. 

This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andranicus  \ 

And  let  it  be  my  honour,  good  my  Lord, 

That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  friends  and  you. 

For  you,  Prinee  BaJJtanus,  I  have  paft 

My  word,  and  promife  to  the  Emperor, 

That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. 

And  fear  not,  Lords ;  and  you,.  Lavinia, 

By  my  advice  ail  humbled  on  your  knees, 

You  lhall  aik  pardon  of  his  Majefty. 

Luc.  We  do,  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  Highnefs, 

That  what  we  did  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 

Tend'ring  our  fifter's  honour  and  our  own. 

Mar.  That  on  mine  honour  here  J  do  pro  tell. 
Sat,  Away,  and  talk  not,  trouble  us  no  more. 
Tan.  Nay,  n.;y,  fweet  Emperor,  we  muft  all  be  friends. 

The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace, 
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I  will  not  be  denied,  fweet-heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  fake  and  thy  brother's  here, 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  intreats, 
1  do  remit  thefe  young  mens  hainoue  faults. 
Lairivia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend,  and  fure  as  dealh  I  fwore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  prieft. 
Come,  if  the  Emperor's  Court  can  feaft  two  brides, 
You  are  my  gueft,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends  j 
This  day  mall  be  a  love-day,  Temora. 

Tit.  T o-morrow,  an  it  pleafe  your  Majefty 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me, 
With  hern  and  hound  we'l)  give  your  Grace  Bon-jour t 

Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Thus,  and  gramercy  too  !  [Exeunt* 

A  C  T    IL      SCENE    I. 

ROME, 

Enter  Aaron  alone. 

Aar.  X^"  O  W  climbeth  Tamora  OlympuC  top, 

■L^    Safe  out  of  fortune's  {hot,  and  fits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning-flaih, 
Adv&nc'd  above  pale  envy's  threatning  reach  j 
As  when  the  golden  fun  falutes  the  morn, 
And  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams, 
Gallops  the  Zodiack  in  his  glift' ring  coach, 
And  overlooks  the  high«ft  peering  hills: 
So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  will  doth  early  honour  wait, 
And  virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  miftrefs, 
/>.  nd  mount  her  pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Haft  prifoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  j 
And  faiter  bound  to  Aaron  %  charming  eyes, 
Than  is  Prometheus    ty'd  to  Caucajui. 
Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts, 
I  will  he  bright,  and  mine  in  pearl  and  gold, 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  Emprefs. 
To  wait  upon,  laid  I  ?  to  wanton  with 

This 


io        Titus  Andronic us. 

This  Queen,   this  Goddefs,  this  SemWarnh  j 
This  Siren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  fee  his  fbipwreck,  and  his  common-weal's. 
Holla,  what  ftorm  is  this  ? 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem    Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edga 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd, 
And  may,  for  ought  thou  know'ft,  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  doft  overween  in  all, 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves  : 
*Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate  ; 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou, 
To  ferve,  and  to  deferve  my  miftrefs'  grace  ; 
And  that  my  fword  upon  thee  fliall  approve, 
And  plead  my  pafiion  for  Lavinias  love. 

yhr.  Clubs,  clubs !  thefe  lovers  will  not  keep  the  peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother  (unadvis'd) 
Gave  you  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  fide, 
Axt  you  fo  defperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  :  have  your  lath  glued  within  your  {heath, 
'Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 
^  Chi.  Mean  while,  Sir,  with  the  little  fkill  I  have, 
Full  well  malt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem.  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  ?  [They  draw* 

Aar.  Why,  how  now,  Lords  ? 
So  near  the  Emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge. 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold, 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  mod  concerns. 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother  for  much  more, 
Be  fo  difhonour'd  in  the  Court  of  Rome, 
For  fhame  put  up. 

Cbi    Not  I,  'till  I  have  fheath'd 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and  withal 
Thruft  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throat, 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  difhonour  here. 

Dem* 
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Dim.  For  that  I  am  prepared  and  full  refolv'd, 
Foul-fpoken  coward  !  thou  thund'reft  with  thy  tongue, 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  fay. 
Now  by  the  Gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all  j 

Why,  Lords and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 

It  is  to  jet  upon  a  Prince's  right  ? 

"What,  is  Lsvtnia  then  become  lb  loofe, 

Or  BeJJianus  lb  degenerate, 

That  tor  her  love  fuch  quarrels  may  be  broacht, 

Without  controlment,  juftice,  or  revenge  ? 

Young  Lords,  beware and  mould  the  Emprefs  know 

This  di'cord's  ground,  the  mufick  would  not  pleafe. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  me  and  all  the  world  • 
I  love  Lwviaia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Don.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  fame  better  choice 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Air.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  yo  not  in  Rmt 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Dem.  Aaron,  a  thoufand  deaths 
Would  I  propofe,  to  atchieve  her  whom  I  love. 

Aar.  To  atchieve  her— how  ! 

Dem.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd  j 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won  j 
She  is  Lav'wia  j  therefore  muft  be  lov'd. 
What,  man  !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of,  and  eafy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  fhive,  we  know  : 
Tho'  Baffianus  be  the  Emperor's  brother,  s 

Betttr  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan  s  badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may. 

Dem.  Then  why  mould  he  defpair,  thatknows  tocourt  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  doe, 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nofc  r* 
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Aar.  Why  then  it  feems  fome  certain  thatch  or  fo 
Would  fetve  your  turns. 

Cb'i.  Ay,  10  the  turn  were  ferved. 

Dem.  Aarcn,  thou  haft  hit  it. 

Aar.   Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 
Then  lhould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado  : 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye-— and  are  you  fuch  fools 
To  fquare  for  this  ?  would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  fhould  fpeed  ? 

Chi.  'Faith,  not  me. 

Dem.  No,  nor  me. 
_  Aar.  For  fliame  be  friends,  and  join  for  that  you  jar. 
*Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 
That  you  affedr,,  and  fo  muft  you  rtfolve, 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  atchieve, 
You  muft  perforce  accompli/h  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chafte 
Than  this  Lavinla,  Ba£ianu\   love  $ 
A  fpeedier  courfe  than  ling'ring  languiihment 
Muft  ye  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  Lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand, 
There  will  the  lovely  Reman  ladies  troop  : 
The  foreft  walks  are  wide  and  fpacious, 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are, 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villapy  : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe, 
And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words  : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  Emprefs  with  her  facred  wit 
To  villany  and  vengeance  confecrate, 
We  will  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend, 
And  fhe  mail  file  our  engines  with  advice, 
That  will  not  fuffer  you  to  fquare  yourfelves, 
But  to  your  wifhes  height  advance  you  both. 
The  Emperor's  Court  is  like  the  houfe  of  Fame, 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears : 
The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf  and  dull  : 
1  here  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turns. 
There  ferve  your  lufts,  ftiadow'd  from  heav'tts  eve, 
And  revel  in  Lavinias  treafury. 

m. 
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Chi*   Thy  ccunfel,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardife. 

Den.  S;t  fas  out  r.ef.;s,  'till  1  find  the  ftream 
To  cool  tbib  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thele  tits, 
Per  Styga,  }er  Manes  tebor.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III.     AEoreft. 

Enter  Titus  Anuronicus  and  his  three  Sons,  with  bound: 
ami  horns,  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and  g3y, 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green: 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 
And  wake  the  Emperor  and  his  lovely  bride, 
And  rouze  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal 
That  all  the  Ccurt  may  echo  with  the  noife. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 
To  tend  the  Emperor's  perfon  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  night, 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd. 

Wind  herns.  Here  a  cry  of  bounds,  and  wind  horns  in  a 
pea!:  then  enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Baflian«s,Lavinia, 
Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants. 

Tit.  Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majefty  j 
MaJsm,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 
I  pronrhfed  your  Grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.   And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  Lords, 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

B.if.  L&vir.ia,  how  fay  you  ? 

Lav.  Why,  I  fay,  no  : 
I  hive  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  have, 
And  to  our  lport :   Madam,  now  mall  ye  fee 
Our  Ritiar.  hunting. 

Mar.  1  have  dogs,  my  Lord, 
Will  rouse  the  proudeft  panther  in  the  chafe, 
And  climb  the  higheft  promontory-top. 

Tit.   And  I  have  horfe  will  follow,  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  fw;<l'.ows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem*   Chircn,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horfe  nor  hound, 
Buc  hope  to  pluck  a  daicty  doc  to  ground.         [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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Enter  Aaron  alone. 

Aar.  He  thatd  ha  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abjectly, 
Know  that  this  gold  muft  coin  a  ftratagem, 
Which  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villainy  j 
And  fo  repofe,  fweet  gold,  for  their  unreft, 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  Emprefs'  chcft. 

Enter  Tamora, 

Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'ft  thou  fad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boaft  ? 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bufh, 
The  fnake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  fun, 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 
And  make  a  chequered  fhadow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  fweet  fhade,  Aaron,  let  us  lit, 
And  whilft  the  babling  Echo  mocks  the  hounds, 
Replying  fhrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns, 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, 
Let  us  fit  down  and  mark  their  yelling  noife : 
And  after  conflict  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 
The  wandring  Prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd, 
When  with  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz*d, 
And  curtain'd  with  a  counfel-keeping  cave, 
We  may  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 
{Our  paftimes  done)  poffefs  a  golden  /lumber, 
Whilft  hounds  and  horns,  and  fweet  melodious  birds, 
Ee  unto  us  as  is  a  nurfe's  fong 
Of  lullaby  to  bring  her  babe  to  afeep. 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  debris, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine  : 
What  fignifies  my  deadly  ftanding  eye, 
My  filence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy, 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair,  that  now  uncurls, 
Even  as  an  adder  when  fhe  doth  ynrowi 

To 
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To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 

No,  Madam,  thefe  are  no  venereal  figns  j 

Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 

Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 

Hark,  Tamora,  (the  Emprefs  of  my  foul, 

Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  refts  in  thee) 

This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bajfianja  ; 

His  Philomel  muft  lofe  her  tongue  tj-day, 

Thy  fens  make  pillage  of  her  chaftity, 

And  wafh  their  hands  in  Bafiiar.us   blood. 

Setfr.  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  J  pray  th°e, 

And  give  the  King  this  fatal-plotted  fcroll ; 

Now  nueftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpird  ; 

Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 

Which  dread  not  yet  their  live s  deftruclion. 

Tam.  Ah,  my  fweet  Moor,  fweeter  to  me  than  life  ! 
n  ^ar'  N°  more>  S,eat  Emprefs  ;  Bafianus  comes  3 
Be  crofs  with  him,  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  fons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatfoe'er  they  be.  [Exit, 

S    C    E    N    E     V. 
Enter  Bafiianus  and  Lavinia. 

Baf.  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Rome's  royal  Emprefs  ? 
UnfurninVd  with  her  well-befeeming  troops  ? 
Or  is  it  Dian  hab'.ted  like  her, 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 
To  fee  the  general  homing  in  this  foieft  ? 

Tam.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  fteps  ! 
Had  I  the  power  that  fome  fay  Dian  had, 
Thy  temples  mould  be  planted  prefently 
With  horns,  as  was  Atlteons,  and  the  hounds, 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs, 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art. 

Lav.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  Emprefs, 
'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning  j 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jwe  mield  your  hufband  from  his  hounds  to-day  ! 
Tis  pity  they  mould  take  him  for  a  flag. 

Baj.  Believe  me,  Queen,  your  fwarth  Cimmerian 

Vot.VIII.  C  Djth 
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Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue, 
Spotted,  dct'ened  and  abominable-  > 

Why  are  you  fequeitred  from  all  your  tram  ? 
Dismounted  from  your  mow  white  goodly  feed. 
And  wind' red  hither  to  an  obCcure  plot, 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Mccr, 
If  foul  defire  had  not  condufted  you  ? 

Lav.  And  bcine  interrupted  in  your  fport, 
Great  reafon  that  my  noble  Lord  be  rated 

For  faucineft. 1  P"y  you  let  us  hence, 

And  let  her  ioy  her  raven-colour  d  love  ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  paffing  well. 

Baf.  The  King  mv  brother  ihall  have  note  of  thus, 

Lav    Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long. 
Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed  ! 

Tarn,  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this  . 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dm-  Hew  now,  dear  fovereign  and  our  gracious  mother, 
Why  does  your  Mighnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan? 

Tarn    Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale  ? 
Thefe  two  have  tie'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  detefted  vale  you  fee  it  is. 
The  trees,  tho'  fummer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
Overcome  with  mofs,  and  baleful  miilelto, 
Here  never  mines  the  fun,  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unlefs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And  when  they  fhew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 
They  told  me  here,  at  dead  tima  of  the  night,. 
A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufand  hilhng  inakes, 
Ten  thoufand  fuelling  toads,  as  many  urchins, 

Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries, 

Ae  any  mortal  body  heanng  it. 

Should  ftraight  fall  mad,  or  eile  die  fuudenly. 

No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hci.ift  tale, 

But  firaight  they  told  me  tiiey  would  bmd  me  were, 

Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew, 

And  leave  me  to  this  mhcrable  death. 

And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  adulterefs, 

Lafcivie-us  Gcil,  *M  all  Oc  bi.ttereft  terms        . 
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That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  inch  tft'eft. 
And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  chey  executed  : 
Revenge  it,   as  you  love  your  mother's  Jite, 
Or  be  you  not  from  henceforth  cull'd  my  children. 
D.wr.Thisisa  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  fon.[<W>jBaflianus. 
Chi.  And  this  for  me,  ftruck  home  to  fliew  my  ftrength. 

[Stabs  him. 

"Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semiramh,— nay,  barbarous  Tamoia, 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own. 

Tarn.  Give  me  thy  peniard  ;  you  /hall  know,  my  boys, 
Your  mother's  hand  fhall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Bern.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her  j 
Firff,  thra/h  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  ftraw  : 
This  minion  flood  upon  her  chaftity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  with  that  painted  cope  /he  braves  your  mightinefs  } 
And  fhall  /he  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi.  An  if  /he  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  hufcand  to  fome  fecret  hole, 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lu/U 

Tarn.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  defire, 
Let  not  chiE  wafp  out-live,  us  both  to  /ring. 

Cbi.  I  warrant,  Madam,  we  will  make  that  fure  ; 
Come,  miftrefs,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preferved  honefty  of  yours, 

Lav.  O  Tamcra,  thou  bear'ft  a  woman's  face-- 

'Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  ;   away  with  her  ! 

Lav.  Sweet  Lords,  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word— • 

Dm.  Liften,  fair  Madam,  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  fee  her  tears  ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  flints  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam  . 
O  do  not  teach  her  wrath,  /he  Caught  it  thee. 
The  milk  thou  fuck'dft  from  her  did  turn  to  marble  ; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadft  thy  tyranny. 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  fons  alike  j 
Do  thou  intreat  her,  /hew  a  woman  pity. 

Chi.  What!  would'ft  thou haveme prove myfelf  a  bafiard? 

Lav,  "Hs  true,  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark  : 

C  a  Vet 
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Yet  have  I  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now !) 
The  lion,  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay,  that  ravens  fofter  forlorn  children, 
The  whilft  their  own  birds  famifh  in  their  neft»  : 
Oh  be  to  me,  tho'  thy  hard  heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fomething  pitiful. 

1am.   1  know  not  what  it  means  ;  away  with  her. 

Lai'.  O  let  me  teach  thee  for  my  father's  fake, 
(That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  flain  thee) 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn.  Hadft  thou  in  perfon  ne'er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs ; 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  foith  tears  in  vain, 
To  lave  your  brother  from  the  facrifice  j 
But  fierce  Ar.dromcut  would  not  relent : 
Therefore  away  and  uie  her  as  you  will, 
The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  Queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place  I 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  beggM  fo  long  ; 
Poor  I  was  flain  when  Bajfianus  dy'd. 

1am.  What  begg'ft  thou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me  g«. 

Lav.  'Tis  prefent  death  I  beg,  and  one  thing  mare, 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell  : 
O  keep  mc  from  their  worfe-than  killing  luft, 
And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfome  pit. 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body  : 
Do  this  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn.  So  fhould  I  rob  my  fvl  ect  fonr  of  their  fee. 
No  ;  let  them  fatisfy  their  luft  on  thee. 

Dem.  Away  !  for  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  grace  ?  no  womanhood  ?  ah  beaftly  creature  ! 
The  blot  and  enemy  of  our  general  name  ! 
Confufion  fall— 

Cbi.  Nay,  then  I'll  flop  your  mouth—— bring  thou  her 

hufband  :  [Dragging  o^Lavinia. 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.  [Exeunt, 

"Tarn.  Farevel,  my  fons ;  fee  that  ye  make  her  fure. 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 

•Till 
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'Till  all  th'  Andromci  be  made  away. 

Now  will  I  hence  to  leek  my  lovely  Mi-or, 

And  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  trull  derlour.  [Exit. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Aaron  iu':th  Quintus  and  Marcus. 

Aar.  Come  on,  my  Lord,  the  better  foot  before  ; 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  pit, 
Where  I  efpied  the  Panther  faft  afleep. 

Shin.  My  fight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes, 

Mar.  And  mine,  I  promife  you  ;  wer't  not  for  fhame, 
Well  could  I  leave  our  fport  to  fleep  a  while. 

[Marcusyi//i  into  the  fit. 

Shin.  What,  art  thou  fall'n  ?  what  fubtle  hole  is  this, 
Whofe  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude  growing  briars, 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new-ftied  blood, 
As  frefh  as  morning  dew  diftill'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me  : 
Speak,  brother,  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

Mar.  O  brother,  with  the  difmalieft  object 
That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aar.  Now  will  I  fetch  the  King  to  find  them  here, 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefs, 
How  thefe  were  they  that  m^de  away  his  brother. 

[Exit  Aaron. 

SCENE      VII. 

Mar.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out 
From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ftained  hole  ? 

Shin.  1  am  furprized  wirh  an  uncouth  fear; 
A  killing  fweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints  j 
Mv  heart  fufpe&s  more  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 

Alar.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true  divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou,  look  down  into  the  den, 
And  lee  a  feaiful  fight  of  blood  and  death. 

Shin.  Aaron  is  gone,  and  my  companionate  heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmife  j 
O  tell  me  how  it  is  \  iox  ne'er  'till   new 
Was  I  a  child  ;o  fear  1  know  not  what, 

C  3  Mir, 
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Mar.  Lord  BaJJianus  lies  embrewed  here, 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  flaughter'd  lamb, 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

Quiti.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know- 'tis  he  ? 

Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole  : 
Which  like  a  taper  in  ibme  monument, 
JDoth  fhine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthly  cheeks, 
And  {hews  the  ragged  intiails  of  this  pit. 
So  pale  did  mine  the  moon  at  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  with  rhy  fainting  hand 
(If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  ma  it  hath) 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cccytus''  miily  mouth. 

I5»i».  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out  s 
Oi  wanting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  fvvallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bajjiams'  grave. 

I  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar.  And  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  helpt 
Quin.  Thy  hand  once  more  I  will  not  lofe  again, 

'Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below. 

Thou  can'ft  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.   [Falls  in> 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  the  Emperor  and  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me,  I'll  fee  what  hole  is  here, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  lcap'd  into't. 
Say,   who  art  thou  that  lately  didft  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mar.  TV  unhappy  fon  of  old  Andron:cai.i 
Brought  hither  in  a  moft  unlucky  hour, 
To  rind  thy  brother  Bajp.anus  dead. 

Sat.    My  brother  dead  ?  I  know  thou  aofk  but  jell; 
lit  and  his  Lady  both  are  at  the  lod^e, 
Upon  the  north-fide  of  this  pleafant  chafe  j 
'Tis  not  an  hour  fwice  I  left  him  there. 

Mur.    We  know  not  where   you  left  him  all  alive, 
But  tfU,  dla&j  here  have  ive  found  him  dead. 
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Enter  Tamora,  Andronicus,  and  Lucius. 

tarn.   Where  is  my  Lord  the  King  ? 

Sat.   Heie,  Tamora,  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tarn-   Where  is  thy  brother  Baffmnus  t 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doil  thou  fearch  my  wound  ; 
Poor  Bafjiar.us  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.    l'h<n  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 
Th«  complot  of  this  timelefs  tragedy  j 
And  wonder  greatly  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleafing  fmiles  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

\fsbe  giveib  Saturninus  a  letter. 

Saturninus  reads  the  letter. 
An  if  rve  mifs  to  meet  b'tm  handsomely, 
Sweit  bunt/man,  Bafiianus  'tit  ive  mean, 
Do  tbou  jo  mucb  as  dig  the  grave  for  him, 
Thou  knowjl  our  meaning:  look  for  tby  reward, 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder-  tree 
JVbicb  trverfhades  the  mouth  of  that  fame  fitt 
Where  ive  decreed  to  bury  Baifianus. 
Do  this,  and  purcbafe  us  tby  lajling  friends. 

Sat.  Oh  Tamora,  was  ever  heard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree  : 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntfman  out, 
That  mould  hav^  murder'd  Baffianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  Lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind, 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life,  [Te  Titu?i 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon, 
There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  oh  wondrous  thing  ! 
How  eafily  murder  is  difcovered  ! 

Tit.  High  Emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  fhed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  fons, 
(Accurfed,  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them ) 

Sat.  If  it  be  prov'd  ?  you  fee  it  is  apparent. 
Who  found  this  letter,  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  &dromcui  himfclf  did  take  it  up. 

Tift 
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7*/1    I  did,  my^Lord  :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail. 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb  I  vow 
They  mail  be  read/  at  your  Hikihnefs'  will, 
To  anfwrer  their  fufpicton  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou    '.         d   bail  them  :  fee  thou  follow  me: 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,  fome  the  murderers. 
Let  them  not  ke.xk.  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  ; 
Fc  .  by  my  kiu!,  were  there  wori'e  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  fhould  be  executed. 

Tar,:.,  Andronicm,  I  will  intreat  the  King  ; 
Fear  not  thy  fons,  they  mail  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come>  Lucius,  come,  ftay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     IX. 

Enltr  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  ivitb  Lavinia,  her  hands 
cut  off,   and  her  tongue  cut  out,  and  rwvijhed. 

Der-   So  now  go  teil  (an  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak) 
"Who  '  by  tongue,  and  ravifiVd  thee. 

CI      Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  fo, 
And   (if  thy  ftumpi  'et  tliee)  play  the  fcribe. 

Devi.  See  ho  .  with  figns    nd  tokens  me  can  fcrowle. 

Chi 4  Go  home,  call  for  fweet  water,  warn  thy  hands. 

Dem     ■  he  hath  no        me  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wafh  j 
And  fo  let*s  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

C.i...  If  'twere  my  cafe,  I  mould  go  hand  myfelf. 

Dcm.  If  thou  h.  air  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE     X. 

Enter  Marcus  to  Lavinia. 
Mar.  Who's  this,  my  niece,    that  flies  away  fo  fall  ? 
Coufin,  a  word  5  where  is  your  bufD<md  ?  lay  : 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me  j 
If  I  do  wake,  fome  planet  ftrike  me  down, 
That  I  may  (lumber  in  eternal  deep  ! 
Speak,  gentle  ni~ce,  what  ftern  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 
Whole  circling  Jhadowe  Kings  have  fought  to  flecp  in* 

And 
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And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinefs, 

As  have  thy  love  ?  why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Alas,  a  ciimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 

Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  ftirr'd  with  wind 

Doth  rile  and  fall  between  thy  rofy  lips, 

Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 

But  fure  fome  Tereus  hath  defloured  thee. 

And  left  thou  lhouldft  deteft  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 

Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  fhame  ; 

And  notwithstanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, 

(As  from  a  conduit  with  three  ifluing  fpouti) 

Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan* t  face, 

Bluihing  to  be  encountred  with  a  cloud, 

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  mall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  ? 

Oh  that  I  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beaft, 

That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eafe  my  mind ! 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftopt,  ' 

Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  /he  but  loft  her  tongue, 

And  in  a  tedious  fampler  few'd  her  mind. 

But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee  $ 

A  craftier  Tereus;  haft  thou  met  withal, 

And  he  has  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  off 

That  could  have  better  few'd  than  Ph'ihmeL 

Oh  had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  lilly  hands 

Tremble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute, 

And  make  the  fjlken  ftrings  delight  to  kifs  them. 

He  would  not  then  have  touch's!  them  for  his  life. 

Or  had  he  heard  the  heav'nly  haimony, 

Which  that  fweet  tongue  of  thine  hath  often  made, 

He  would  have  dropt  his  knife,  and  fall'n  afleep, 

As  Cerberus  at  the  Tkr  achats  poet's  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind  ; 

For  fueh  a  fight  will  blind  a  father's  eye. 

One  hour's  ftorm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads. 

What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee'  : 

Oh  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mikry  !  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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act   iii.     scene   i. 

A  Street  in  Rome. 

Enter  the  "Judges  and  Senators,  nvitb  Marcus  and  Quintus 
hound,  pojjing  on  the  Stage  to  t be  place  of  Execution,  and 
Titus  going  before,  pleading. 

Tif/.TT  EAR  me,  grave  fathers,  noble  Tribune*,  fray, 

■*— ■-  For  pity  of  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilfl  you  fecurely  flept : 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  ftied, 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watcht, 
And  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  fee 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks, 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thought. 
For  two  and  twenty  fons  I  never  wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 

[  Andronicus  tietb  down,  and  the  Judges  pafs  by  him* 
For  thefe,  thefe,  Tribunes,  in  the  duft  I  write 
My  heart's  deep  langour,  and  my  foul's  fad  tears  : 
Let  my  tears  ftanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite, 
My  fon's  fvveet  blood  will  make  it  fhame  and  blufh  : 
O  earth  !  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,   \Extur.t» 
That  fhall  diftil  from  thefe  two  ancient  urns, 
Than  youthful  April  fhall  with  all  his  fhowers  ; 
In  fummer's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  ftill, 
In  winter  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  fnow, 
And  keep  eternal  fpring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  fons  blood. 

Enter  Lucius  lu'itb  bis  fivord  draivn* 
O  reverend  Tribunes  !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  fons,  reverfe  the  doom  of  death, 
And  let  me  fay  (that  never  wept  before) 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Luc.  Oh  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain, 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  ftone. 

Tit.  Ah.  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead  ■■- 

Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you—  ■— — 

Luc* 
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My  gracious  Lord,  no  Tribune  hears  you  fpeak. 

Tj.   Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man;  If  they  did  hear, 
.They  would  not  mark  me  :  or  if  they  did  mark, 
They  would  not  pity  me.— 

'lerefove  1  tell  my  forrows  to  the  (tones, 
Who,  tho'  tbey  cannot  anfwer  my  diftrefs, 
Yet  in  lbme  fort  are  better  than  the  Tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale ; 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  fecm  to  weep  with  me  j 
And  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rijtnc  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  tbefe. 
A  (roue  is  as  foft  wax,  Tribunes  more  hard  than  (rones; 
A  none  is  (ilent,  and  offondeth  not, 
And  Tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 
But  wherefore  (tand'it  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  ? 

Luc.  To  refcue  my  two  brother?  from  their  death  5 
Fpr  which  attempt,  the  ju;£.es  have  pronoune'd 
Mv  ever'auing  doom  of  banifliment. 

Tit,  O  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee  I 
Why,  fooliih  Lucius,  doft  thou  not  perceive, 
That  Rem:  is  but  a  wilderncfs  of  tigers  ? 
Tigers  muft  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine  ;  how  happy  art  thou  then, 
From  thefe  devourers  to  be  banifhed  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  bi other  Marcus  here  ? 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  ttvtuii  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep, 
Or  if  not  fo,  thy  noble  heart  to  break  j 
1  bring  confuming  forrbw  to  thine  age. 

Tit.   Will  it  confume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  then. 

Mar.   This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.   Why,  Marcus,  fo  flic  is. 

Luc.  Ah  me,  this  object  kills  me. 

T-.t.   Falnt-hea.ieu  boy,  arife  and  look  upon  her;  j 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accured  hand 
Hath  made  thes  handlefs,  in  thy  father's  fpight  : 
What  fool  hath  a^ded  water  to  the  fea  ? 

Or 
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Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright- burning  Troy? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'ft. 
And  now  like  Nilus  it  difdaineth  bounds  : 
Give  me  a  fword,  I'll  chop  off  my  hands  too, 
Tor  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  :    " 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life  : 
In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
And  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effectlefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them, 
Is  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other: 
'Ti«  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  haft  no  hands* 
For  hands  to  do  Rome  fervice  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  fifter,  who  hath  martyr' d  thee? 
Mar.  O  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts, 
That  blabb'd  them  with  fuch  pleafing  eloquence, 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage, 
Where  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird  it  fung 
Swest  various  notes,  inchanting  every  ear. 

Luc.  Oh  fay  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed! 
Mar.  Oh  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  the  park, 
Seeking  to  hide  herfelf,  as  doth  the  deer 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. 
Tit.  It  was  my  deer,  and  he  that  wounded  hex 

Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead'. 

For  now  I  ftand,  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environed  with  a  wildernefs  of  fea, 

Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 

Expecting  ever  when  fome  envious  furge 

Will  in  his  brinifh  bowels  fwalJow  him. 

This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone  \ 

Here  ftands  my  other  fon,  a  banhh'd  man, 

And  here  my  brother  weeping  at  my  woes. 

But  that  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn, 

Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  foul 

Had  I  but  feen  thy  picture  in  this  plight, 

It  would  have  madded  me.     What  fhall  I  do, 

Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  fo  ? 

Thou  haft  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears, 

Nof  tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ; 

Thy  huiband  he  is  dead,  and  for  his  death 
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Thy  brothers  arc  condemn'd,  and  dead  bv  this. 

Look,   Marcus,   ah,   Ion  Lucius,  look  on  her  : 

When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  frefli  tears 

St  h  d  on  her  checks,  as  doth  the  honey  dew 

Upon  a  gathered  lilly  almoit  wither'd.  fband. 

Mar.  Perchance  (he  wetp;  becaufe  they  kill'd  her  huf- 
Perchance  becaufe  fhe  knows  them  innocent. 

Tit.  It"  they  did  kill  thy  hufband,  then  be  joyful, 
Becaufe  tiie  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  fo  foul  a  deed, 
Witnefs  the  forrow  that  their  fifter  makes. 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kifs  thy  lips, 
Or  make  fome  iigns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe  : 
Shall  thy  good  uncie,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou  and  I  fit  round  abnut  fome  fountain, 
Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  our  cheeks, 
How  they  are  ftain'd  like  meadows  yet  not  dry 
With  miry  ilime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  fhall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
'Till  the  frefh  tafte  be  taken  from  that  clearnefs, 
And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
Or  ihili  we  cut  away  our  hands  like  thine  ? 
Or  (hall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  mews 
Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days? 
What  mall  we  do  ?  let  us  that  have  our  tongues 
Plot  fome  device  of  further  mifery, 
To  make  r.s  wandred  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  ccafe  your  tears,  for  at  your  Trief 
Se^  how  my  wretched  fifter  fobs  and  weeps. 

Mur.  Patience,  dear  niece  ,  good  Titus,  dry  thine  eyes. 

Tit.   Ah  Marcus,  Alarcus,  brother,  v.ei!  i  ,vot 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
For  thou,  poor  man,  haft  drowi'd  it  with  thine  own. 

Luc.  Ah,  riily  Lav'mia*,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Ma  !:,  Marcus,  ciarkj  I  under/land  her  £gns  J 
Had  fhe  z  tongve  to  fpeak,  now  would  t 

-  to  her  brother  which  I  fai 
His  napkin  with  his  true  tears  a41  bewef, 
Can  do  no  ferric*  er  her  .  ... 

VoL.Vili.  D  Cii 
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Oh  what  a  fympatby  of  woe  is  this ! 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  blifs  ! 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Aaron. 
Aar.  Titus  Andror.icus,  my  Lord  the  Emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  fons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyfelf,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you  chop  off  your  hand, 
And  fend  it  to  the  King  ;  he  for  the  fame 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive, 
And  that  mail  be  the  ranfom  for  their  fault. 

Tit.   Oh  gracious  Emperor  !  oh  gentle  Aaron  ! 
Did  ever  raven  ling  lo  like  a  lark, 
That  gives  fvvect  tidings  of  the  fun's  uprife? 
With  all  my  heart,   I'll  fend  the  Emperor 
My  hand  ;  good  Aaron,   wilt  thou  chop  it  off? 

Luc.  Stay,  father,   for  that  noble  hand  of  thine, 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  lent ;  my  hand  will  ferve  the  tarn. 
My  youth  can  better  fpare  mv  blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  my  brothers  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-ax, 
Wiiting  deftruciion  on  the  enemies  caik  ? 
Oh  none  uf  b  3th  but  are  of  high  delert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  let  it  ferve 
To  ranfom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death, 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Am:  Nay,  come,  agree  whofe  hand  fhall  gu  along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 
Mar-   My  hand  (hall  go. 
Luc.  By  heav'n,  it  fhall  not  go, 
Tit.  Sirs,  ftrive  no  more,  fuch  wither' d  herbs  as  tlicfc 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  fhall  be  thought  thy  fen, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar.   And  for  our  father's  fake,  and  mother's  care, 
Now  let  me  (hew  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit,  Agree  between  you,  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 
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Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  ax. 

Mar.   But  I  will  ule  it.      {Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcust 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron,   I'll  deceive  them  both  : 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aa> .   if  that  he  call'd  deceit,   I  will  be  honeft, 
And  never  tvhilft  I  live  deceive  men  (o. 
B   f  II!  deceive  you  in  another  iort, 
And  that  you'll  fay  ere  half  an  hour  pafs.  [AJide, 

[lie  cuts  off  Titus'*  band* 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus  again. 

Tit    Now  flay  your  ft  rife  ;   what  fhall  be,  is  difpatcht  • 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  Majefty  my  hand  : 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thoufand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it: 
More  hath  it  merited  r  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  fons,  fay,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  price, 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar-  I  go,  Andrcr.icusy  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  thee  : 

Their  heads  I  mean O,  how  this  villainy       [AJiJe» 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it ! 

Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 

Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.  \ExiU 

SCENE    IV. 

Tit.  O  hear! 1  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heav'n, 

And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth  j 

If  any  Power  pities  wreched  tears, 

To  that  I  call  :    What,   wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  ? 

Do  then,  dear  heart,  for  heav'n  fhall  hear  our  prayers* 

Or  with  our  fighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 

And  (lain  the  fan  with  fogs,  as  fometimc  clouds 

When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

M.ir.  Oh  brother,  fpeak  with  pofiibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  thefe  two  extreams. 

Tir.   Is  not  my  farrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  pafiions  bottomlefs  with  them. 

Mar.  But  ytu  let  reafon  govern  thy  lament. 

D  a  Tit, 
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Tit.  If  there  were  reafen  for  thefe  mifcries, 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes. 
"When  heav'n  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'erflow  ? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  fea  wax  mad. 
Threatning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  tace  ? 
And  wilt  thou. have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea,  hark-  how  her  fighs  do  blow  j 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  muft  my  fea  be  moved  with  her  fighs, 
Then  muft  my  earth  with  her  contisual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overfiow'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why,  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But  like  a  drunkard  muft  1  vomit  them  j 
Then  give  me  leave,  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  eafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Meffenger  bringing  in  tivo  beads  and  a  band* 

Mef.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repay'd 
For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'ft  the  Emperor  ; 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons, 
And  here's  thy  hand  in  fcom  to  thee  fent  back  j 
Thy  grief's  their  fport,  thy  refolution  mockt  : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.       [Exit, 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  JEtna  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell  ! 
Tnefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  borne. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ealc  fome  deal, 
But  forrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah  that  this  fight  fhould  makefo  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detefted  life  not  ihrinic  thereat  j 
That  ever  death  fhould  let  life  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no  more  intertft  but  to  breathe  ! 

Mar.  Alar,  poor  heart,  that  kifs  is  comfortlefs, 
As  frozen  water  to  a  ftarved  fnakei 

Tit.  When  will  this  ftarfol  flumber  have  an  end  ? 
Mar     New  farewel  flatteiy  !   die,   Ar.dr emeus  j 
Thou  doft  not  fiumber  j  fee  thy  two  Tons  heads, 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here  j 
Thy  other  banilh'd  fon  with  this  dire  fight 

Struck 
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Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs,  and  thy  brother  I 
Even  like  a  ftony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah  now  no   more  will  [  control  thy  griefs 
Rend  off  thy  filver  hair,   thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth,   and  be  this  difmal  fi»ht 
The  doling  up  of  our  moil:  wretched  eyes  : 
Now  is  a  time  to  florin,  why  art  thou  frill  ? 
Tit.  Ka,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  5  it  firs  not  with  this  hour* 
Tit.   Why  I  have  not  another  tear  to  fhed  • 
Belidcs,   this  furrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon  my  watry  eves, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears  • 
Then  which  way  fha1'  I  find  Revenue's  cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feein  to  fpeak  to  me, 
And  threat  me,    I  ihaii  never  come  to  blifs, 
'Till  all  thefe  mifchiefs  be  rerurn'd  again, 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come  let  me  fee  what  talk  I  have  to  do  • 

You  heavy  people,  circle  mc  about, 
1  hat  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  fwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made  ;  come,   brother,  take  a  hcaJ 
Ami  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear: 
hat-ii  ia,  thou  fhalt  be  employed  in  thefe  things  • 
Bear  thou  my  hand,   fweet  wench,   between  thy  teath  a 
As  tor  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  mufl  not  ftay. 
Hie  l  •  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  army  there: 
And  if  you  love  me,   as  I  think  \nn  do, 
]'  :  -'■--;  >'',  for  we  have 'much  to  do,     [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 
Manet  Lucius. 
Luc.  Farewel,  Andrew  cuz>  my  noble  father, 
The  wofuFft  man  that  over  liv'd  in  Rome  ; 
Farewel,  proud  Rome  ;   'till  Lv.c\us  come  again, 
Me  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life  j 
Farewel,  Lavinia,  my  noble  fitter, 
O  wosjti  thou  wert  as  thou  tofor  eh.ift  been 

D   I  Bet 
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But  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives, 

But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs  ; 

If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 

And  make  proud  Satv.rmnus  and  his  Emprefs 

Beg  at  the  gates  like  Tarquin  and  his  Queen. 

Now  will  I  to  the  Gabs  and  raife  a  power, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Satum'.ne.        [£.*.'/  Lucius. 

*  S    C    E    N    E     VI. 

An  Apartment  in  Titus* J  Houfe.     A  Banquet, 

Erter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  the  boy  L-jcius. 

Tit.  So,  (o,  now  At,   and  lock  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  ftreneth  in  us, 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  for  row  -wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands, 
And  cannot  paffionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.     This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast, 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  nr.fery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifon  of  my  flefh, 

Then  thus  I  thufflp  it  down.- 

Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  Cgns,      > 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating, 
Thou  canft  not  ftrike  it  thus  to  make  it  flill  ; 
Wound  it  with  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans  $ 
Or  get  fome  littl?  knife  between  thy  te 
And  juft  againft  thy  heart  make  t\n>u  a  hole, 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  fink,  and  foakinc  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea-fak  tears, 

Mar.  Fie,  brother,  fie,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  lite. 

Tit.  How  now  !   has  fonow  made  thee  doat  already  i 
Why,'  Marcus,  no  man  fhould  be  mad  hot  I  } 
What  violent  hands  can  Hie  lay  on  her  he; 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands  ? 

*  Tbhfcene  it  not  in  tit  c'J  td'u'vm* 
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To  bid  ALnea*  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 

How  Trey  was  burnt,  and  be  made  miferable  ? 

0  baadle  net  the  theme,  no  talk  of  hands, 
1  we  remember  ftill  that  wc  have  none. 

Tie,  tie,  how  frantickly  I  fquare  my  talk, 
As  if  we  mould  forget  we  had  no  hands, 
It  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of"  hands  ? 
Gome,  let's  fall  to  j  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this. 
Here  is  no  drink  :  hark,  Marcus,   what  me  fays, 

1  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  figns  j 

She  fays,  fhe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 
Brew'd  with  her  forrows,  mefh'd  upon  her  cheeks. 

Speechlefs  complaint O  I  will  learn  thy  thought, 

In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers. 

Thou  fhdlt  not  f:gh,  nor  hold  thy  flumps  to  heav'n, 

Nor  wink,   nor  nod,  nor  kneel,   nor  make  a  fign, 

Bu.t  I,  of  thefe,  will  wreft  an  alphabet, 

ftill  practice  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 
/")•.  Good  grand/ire,  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  laments, 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  ferae  pleating  tale. 

Mar.   A!as,  the  tender  boy  in  pafiion  rnov'd, 
F'  ;  to  fee  his  grandiire's  heavinefs. 

Peace,  tender  fapling  ;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

[Marcus  firikes  the  dijh  ivitb  a  knife, 
it  doft  thou  {hike  at,  Marcus t  with  thy  knife  ? 
■x.    At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  Lord,  a  fly. 
Tit.  Out  on  thee,  murderer  ;  thou  kill 'ft  my  heart, 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny  : 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother.     Get  thee  gone, 
I  i      '.  :.ou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.   Alas,  my  Lord,   I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 
.  Bur  ? — how  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  ? 
How  would  he  hung  his  flcnder  gilded  wings, 
And  buz  foments  and  dolings  in  the  air? 
1*    »r  h  irmlefs  fly, 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
C;:n<  •  here  to  make  us  merry, 

And 
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And  thsu  haft  kill'd  him.  . 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  it  was  a  black  ill-favour  d  tij, 
Like  to  the  Emprefs'  Moor,  therefore  I  killed  him. 

Tit.  O,  O,  O.  ^ 

Then  pardon  me  for  apprehending  thee, 
For  thou  haft  done  a  charitable  deed  ;  ^ 
Give  me  thy  knive,  I  will  infult  on  him, 
Flattering  myfelf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Com?  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. 
There's  for  thyfelf,  and  that's  for  Tamora  : 
Yet  ftill  I  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low, 
But  that  between  us  we  can  kill  a  fly, 
That  comes  in  likcnefs  of  a  coal-black  Moor.\ 

Mar.   Alas,  poor  man,  grief  has  fo  wrought  on  hirru 
He  takes  falfe  fhadows  for  true  fubftances, 
Come,  take  away  ;  Lavinia,  go  with  me, 
I'll  to  thy  clofet,  and  go  read  with  tfiee 
\id  ftories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me,  thy  fight  is  Y^f 
And  thou  malt  read  when  mine  begins  to  dazzie.  ILxcuat. 

A    C    T     IV.     S    C    E    N    E     I- 

Titus':  Houfc.     Enter  young  Lucius  and  Lavinia  run 
after  bint,  and  the  Boy  files  from  her,  nvtfb   hs    b, 
under  bis  arm.     Enter  Titus,  and  M«CU8. 
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E  L  P,  grandfire,  help  !   my  aunt  Lavinia 
•  Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why. 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwitt  me  comes  : 
Alas,  i'weet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.   Stand  by  me,  Lucius,  do  not  fear  thy  aunt. 

<Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  rhce_  harm. 

Boy.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome  flic  did. 

Mar.  What  means'  my  niece  Lavinia  by  theft:  figns  t 

Tit,   Fear  thou  not,  Lucius,  fomewhat  doth  me  meaa: 
See,  Lucius,  fee  how  much  lhe  makes  of  thee  : 
Some  whither  would  (he  have  thee  20  with  her. 
Ah  bov,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  f'ons,  than  me  hath  read  to  thee 
Sweet  poetry,  and  fufffs  or. ltory  : 
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Cv.:''A  thou  not  gucfs  wherefore  fl.c  plies  thee  thus  ? 
■   My  Lord,,  I  know  not,  I,    nor  can  I  gueG, 
tfnlefs  fomc  fit  or  frenzie  do  poflefs  her  : 
For  1  have  heard  my  grandfire  fjy  full  oft, 
Extremity  of"  grief  would  make  men  mad. 
And  1  have  read,   that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow  j   that  made  me  to  fear; 
Although,  my  Lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did, 
And  would  not,  but  in  fory,  fright  my  youth, 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  flie, 
Caufelefs  perhaps  ;  but  pardon  me,  fweet  aunt, 
And,  Madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go 
I  will  mod:  willingly  attend  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mar.  Lucius,  I  will. 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavin'ia  ?  Marcus,  what  means  this  ? 
Some  book  there  is  that  me  defires  to  fee. 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefe  ?  open  them,  boy. 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  fkill'd  : 
Come  and  make  choice  of  all  my  library, 
And  fo  beguile  thy  forrow,  'tilJ  the  heav'ns 
ReveaPd  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed  : 
What  book  ? 
Why  lifts  flie  up  her  arms  in  fcquence  thus  ? 

Mar.  I  think  flie  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  facl.     Ay,  more  there  was  : 
Or  elfe  to  ht-avYi  &«  heaves  them,  for  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  flie  toffes  fo  ? 

Bey.   Grandfire,   'tis  Ovid's  Me'. amorphous  j 
My  motiier  gave  it  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  ihz  cull'd  it  from  among  the  refl. 

Tit.  Soft  !  fee  how  bufily  flie  cuius  the  leaves  '. 
Help  her  :  what  would  lie  find  }  Lavinia,  fliall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tragick  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  ofTtTOj'  treafon  and  his  rape  ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  anno-. , 

Mar.  See,  brother,  fee,  note  how  flie  quotes  the  lea^e^. 

Tit.  Lavinia,  vert  thou  thus  furpriz'd,  fweet  girl, 
RaviiVd  and  wror.g'd,  as  Philomela  was, 

Forc'd 
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Forc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vaft,  and  gloomy  woods  ? 

See,  fee; — 

*Av,  fuch  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(6  had  we  never  never  hunted  there  J) 
Pattern' d  by  that  the  poet  here  defcribes, 
Bv  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

'  Mar.  O  why  mould  nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  delight  in  tragedies ! 

Tit.  Give  figos,  fweet  girl,  for  here  are  none  but  triends, 
What  Roman  Lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed  3 
Or  flunk  not  Saturnine  as  Tarquin  erft. 
That  left  the  camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece   bed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  niece;  brother,  fit  down  by  me. 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jcrve,  or  Mercury. 
Infpire  me,  that  I  may  this  treafon  find. 
Mv  Lord,  look  here  ;  look  here,  Lavinia, 

[He  writes  his  name  with  bis  fiaff,  and  guides  U  vntb 
his  feet  and  mouth. 
This  fandy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  if  thou  can'ft, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Curs' d  be  that  heart  that  forc'd  us  to  this  fhift ! 
Write  thou,  good  niece,  and  here  difplay  at  leaft, 
What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge ;      < 
Heav'n  guide  thy  pen,  to  print  thy  forrows  plain, 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  1 

[She  takes  the  fiaff  in  her  mouth,  and  guides  it  ivUJ> 
herfiumps,  and  writes.  i 

Tit.  Oh  do  you  read,  my  Lord,  what  fhe  hath  writ 
Stuprum,  Chiron,  Demetrius. 

Mar.  What,  what!  -the  luftful  fons  of  Tamora, 
Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magr.e  Regnator  Pali, 
Tarn  lentus  aadis  fcelcra  !  tarn  tenth  vides  ! 

Mar.  Oh  calm  thee,  gentle  Lord  ;  although  I  know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth, 
To  ftir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildefr  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  Lord,  kneel  down  with  me  :   Lavinia,  kne^l, 
And  kneel,  fweet  boy,  the  Roman  HcEizrr hope,      ^ 
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And  fwcar  with  me,  (as  with  the  woeful  peer 
And  father  of  that  chalk-  diihonour'd  dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  fware  tor  LucrocS  rape)  ' 
That  we  will  profecute  (by  good  advice) 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  traiterous  Goths, 
And  fee  their  blood,  ere  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tu.   'Tis  Aire  enough,  if  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bcar-u'helps,   then  beware, 
The  dam  will  wake,  and  if /he  wind  you  once, 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  ftill  in  league, 
And  lulls  him  whilfr  flie  playeth  on  her  back, 
And  when  he  fleeps  will  fhe  do  what  the  lift. 
You're  a  young  huntfman,  Marcus,  let  it  alone  j 
And  a  me,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs, 
And  with  a  gad  of  ftee]  will  write  thefe  words, 
And  lay  it  by  ;  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  thefe  fands  like  Sibyh  leaves  abroad, 
And  where's  your  leffon  then  ?  boy,  what  fay  you! 

Boy.   1  fay,  my  Lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  mould  not  be  fate, 
For  thefe  bad  bond-men  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  boy  !  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  tins  ungrateful  country  done' the  like. 
Boy.   And,  uncle,  fo  will  I,  an  if  I  live. 
Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  armory. 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee,  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  Emprefs'  fons 
Prcfents  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both. 
Come,  come,  thou'.lt  do  my  meffage,  wilt  thou  not  ? 
Boy.   Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bofom,  grandfire. 
Tit.  No,  boy,  not  fo,  I'll  teach  thee  another  courfe. 
Lfvinia,  come  ;  Marcus,  look  to  my  houfe  ; 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  Court, 
A>'' marry  wil1  ^e,  Sir,  and  we'll  be  waited  on.  [Exeunt. 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan 
And  not  relent,  or  not  companion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  eeftafy, 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart 
Than  'oe-mens  marks  upon  his  batter'd  ihield, 

But 
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But  yet's  fo  juft,  that  he  will  net  revenge  j 

Revenge,  oh  heav'ns,  tor  old  Andror.icus  !  [Exit* 

SCENE     H.       The  Palace. 
Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  at  one  door  •  and  at 
another  door  young  Lucius  and  another,  with  a  bundle  of 
iveapons  and  •verfes  writ  upon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  fon  of  Lucius, 
He  hath  Come  meffage  to  deliver  us. 

Aar.  Ay,  fome  mad  meffage  from  his  mad  grandfather. 

Boy.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Androgens  y 
And  pray  the  Roman  Go-Is  confound  you  both. 

Dem.   Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius,  what's  the  news  ? 

Boy.   That  you  are  both  decypher'd  (that's  the  news) 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.      May  it  pleafe  you, 
My  grandfire  well  advis'd  hath  fent  by  me. 
The  good  lie  ft  weapons  of  his  armory, 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth, 
The  hope  of  Rome  ,   for  fo  he  bade  me  fav  • 
And  fo  do  f,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Your  Lordihips,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well. 
And  fo  I  leave  you  both  like  bloody  villains.  [Exit. 

Devi.  What's  here,  a  fcrowl,  and  written  round  about  ? 
Let's  fee. 

Integer  vita  fcelerifyue  purus, 
Non  egct  Mauri  jaculis  nee  arcu. 

Chi.  O  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace^  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay  juft,  a  verfe  in  florae*-- -right,  you  have  it*— 
Now  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  afs  ? 
Here's  no  fond  jeft,  th'  old  man  hath  found  their  guilt. 
And  fends  the  weapons  wrap'd  about  with  lines, 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick  : 
But  were  our  witty  Emprefs  well  a- foot, 
She  would  applaud  Andi-cnhcus  conceit : 
But  let  hsr  reft  in  her  unreft  a  while. 
And  now,  young  Lords,  was't  not  a  happy  flar 
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L?i  us  to  Rome  ftrangers,  and  more  than  fo, 
Captives,  to  Be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  rr.c  good  before  the  palace-gat^: 
To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.   Hut  rne  more  good,  to  fee  i'o  great  a  Lord 
Buk-ly  infinuate,  and  lend  us  gilts. 

.•-.    Had  he  not  reafon,    Lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  yon  not  ufe  his  daughter  vcrv  friendly  ? 

Devi.   I  would  we  had  a  thonfand  Roman  dailies 
At  fuch  a  bay,   by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft. 

Chi.    .a  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  love. 

star.  Here  latketh  but  your  mother  to  fay  Amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  (he  for  twenty  thoufand  more. 

Dim.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  Gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains- 

Aar.  Pray  to  the  devils,  the  Gods  has  given  us  over. 

[Flour:  fc. 

Dem.  Why  do  the  Emptor's  trumpets  flouriih  thus  .' 

Chi.   Belike  for  joy  the  Emp'rcr  hath  a  fon. 

Dcm.  Soft,  who  comes  here  t 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Nurfc  tulth  a  Black- a-ir.oor  child* 

Nur.   Good-morrow,  noble  Lords: 
O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  f 

Aar.    Well,  more  or  lets,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aaron  is,  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 

Nur.   O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone. 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

Aar.  Why  what  a  caterwauling  doft  thou  keep  ? 
What  daft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nur.  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye, 
Our  Einprcfs'  ihame,  and   ftately  Rome's  difgrae* 
She  is  deliver'd,  Lords,  fhe  is  deliver'd. 

Aar.  To  whom  ? 

Nur.   I  mean,  tfi3t  fhe  is  brought  to  bed. 

Aar,  We]  1,  G  od  gi  ve  her  good  reft  !  what  hath  he  fent  her  ? 

Nur.    A  devil. 

Aar.  Why  then  {he  is  the  devil's  dam  : 
A  joyful  ifTbe. 
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Nur.  A  ioylefs,  difmal,  black  and  forrowful  iffue. 
Htre  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toad, 
Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  {tamp,  thy  feal, 
And  bids  thee  chriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore,  is  black  fo  bafe  a  hue? 
Sweet  blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  bloffom  fure. 
Dem.  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 
Aar.  That  which  thou  canft  not  undo. 
Chi.  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 
Dem-  Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice, 
Accurs'd  the  off-fpring  of  fo  foul  a  fiend  ! 
Chi.  It  mall  not  live. 
Aar.  It  mall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  muft,  the  mother  wills  it  fo. 
Aar.  What,  muft  it,  nurfe  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  fleih  and  blood. 

Dem.  I'll  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point  : 
Nurfe,  give  it  me,  my  fword  ftiall  foon  difpatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  fword  fhall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 
Stay,   murderous  villains,  will  you  kill  your  brother  ? 
N'»v  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  iky, 
That  fhone  fo  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  fcimitar's  fharp  point, 
That  touches  this  my  firft-born  ion  and  heir. 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Ence!arh;s 
With  all  his  threatning  band  oi'Typbons  brood, 
Nor  great  Abides,  nor  the  God  of  war, 
Shall  feizt  this  prey  out  of  his   father's  hands  ; 
What,  what,  y'unfanguine  fhallow-hearted  boys, 
Ye  white-lim'd  walis,  ye  aiehoufe  painted  figns, 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue  : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  the  fwan's  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  (he  lave  them  hourly  in  the  Hood. 
Tell  the  Emprefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own,  excufe  it  how  ihe  can.^ 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miftrefs  thus  ? 
Aar.  My  miftrefs  is  my  miftrefs  j  this,  Hiyfsif } 
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The  vigour  and  the  piclure  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  nil  the  world,  do  I  prefer; 
This,  niaugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  fafe, 
Or  fome  of  you  mall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome- 
Dcm.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  fham'd. 
Cbi.  Rcx:e  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 
Nur.   The  Emperor  in  his  rage  will  doom  her  death. 
Chi.  I  blu/h  to  think,  upon  this  ignominy. 
Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears  s 
Fine  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  bluming 
The  clofe  er.afts  and  councils  of  the  heart  : 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another's  leer, 
Look  how  the  black  Have  fmiles  upon  the  father 
As  who  mould  fay,  Old  lad,  1  am  thine  oivr.% 
He  is  your  brother,  Lords  ;  fenfibly  fed 
Of  that  felf-blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you. 
And  from  that  womb  where  you  imprifon'd  were, 
He  is  infranchifed  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  furer  fide, 
Although  my  feal  be  fiamped  in  his  face. 

Nur.  Aaron,  what  ihall  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs  ? 

Dem.   Advife  thee,  Aurcn,  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  all  fubfevibe  to  thy  advice  : 
Save  thou  the  child,  lb  we  may  be  all  fafe. 

Aar.   Then  fit  we  down,   and  let  us  all  confult. 
My  ion  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep  there  :  now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety. 

\_Thcy  Jit  on  the  ground. 

Dem.   How  many  women  favv  this  child  of  his  i 

Aar.  Why,  fo,  brave  Lords,  when  we  all  join  in  league, 
I  am  a  lamb  $   but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lionefs, 
The  ocea:i  fvyelle  not  fo  as  A.iron  itorms  : 
But  fay  again,   how  many  faw  the  child  ? 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myfelf. 
And  no  one.  eife  but  the  delivcr'd  Emprefs. 

Aar.  The  Emprefs,  the  midwife,  and  yourfelf-— - 
Two  may  ke.-p  counfel,  when  the  third's  av.av  : 
Co  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  1  (aid—  [He  kills  her, 
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Week,  week  !   fo  cries  a  pig  prepar'd  to  th'  fpit.     f  this  ? 
Dim.  What  mean'fl  thou,  Aaron  f  wherefore  diuft  thou 
Aar.   O  Lord,  Sir,    'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  fhe  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-tongu'd  babiing  goffip  ?  no,    L.orcis,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent : 
Not  for,  one  MuHteus  lives,  my  countryman, 
His  wife  but  yefternight  was  brought  to  bed, 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  ■ 
Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumftance  of  all, 
And  how  by  this  their  child  ihall  be  ndvane'd, 
And  be  received  for  ".he  Emperor's  heir, 
Arid  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  Court; 
And  let  the  Emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  my  Lords,  ye  lee  I  have  given  her  phyfick. 
And  you  muft  needs  beftow  her  funeral  ; 
The  fields  arc  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms  s 
This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  days,  , 

But  fend  the  midwife  prefently  to  me. 
The  midwife  and  the  nurfe  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe, 

Cbu  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  trull  the  air 
With  fecrets 

Dan.   For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herfelf  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  [£tttt& 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  fwallow  flies, 
There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  my  arms, 
And  fecretly  to  greet  the  Emprefs'  friends. 
Come  on,  you  thick-lip'd  Have,  I  bear  you  hence, 
For  it  is  you  that  put  us  to  our  ihifts  : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots, 
And  feaft  on  curds  and  whey,  and  fuck  the  goat, 
And  cabin  in  a  cave,  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [Ex'.f* 

SCENE 


Titus  Andronicus.        53 

SCENE     IV. 

A  Strcst  near  the  Palace. 
Enter  Titus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucius,  and  other  Gen- 
tlemen iv'ttb  iows,    and  Titus  bears  the  arrows   tuith 
letters  on  the  end  of  them. 

_  Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  come  ;  kinfmen,  this  is  the  way. 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  archery. 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,   and  'tis  there  ftraight  ; 

Tnas  AJlraa  reliquit-—he.  von  re  member' d,  Marcus . 

She's  gone,  fhe's  fled-- -Sirs,  take  you  to  your  toois  j 

You,  coufins,  fhall  go  found  the  ocean, 

And  cart  your  nets,  haply  you  may  rind  her  in  the  fea, 

Yet  there's  as  little  juftice  as  at  bnd 

No,  Publius  and  Sempromus ;  you  muft  do  it, 
'Tis  you  mad  dig  with  maitock  and  with  fpade, 
And  pierce  the  inmofi  center  of  the  earth  : 
Then  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you  to  deliver  this  petjtioa, 
Tell  him  it  is  for  juftice,  and  for  aid, 
And  that  it  comes  from  o!d  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 

Ah  Rome! well,  well,  I  made  thee  mifcrabla, 

What  time  I  threw  the  people's  fuffrages 
On  him,   that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 
Go  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  all, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unfeaich'd  • 
This  wicked  Emperor  may  have  ihipp'd  her  hence, 
And,    kinfmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  juftice. 

Mar.  Oh  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe, 
To  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  diftraft  ? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  Lord,  it  highly  us  concerns. 
By  day  and  night  t'  attend  him  carefully  : 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may,' 
'Till  time  beget  fome  careful  remedy. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  his  forrows  are  part  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths,  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude 
&z&  venjeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine, 
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Tit.  Publius,  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  mafters,  what  ? 
Have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Put}.  No,  my  good  Lord,  but  Pluto  fends  you  word, 
If  you  will  'have  revenge  from  hell,  you  mall : 
Marry  for  juftice,  fhe  is  now  employ'd, 
He  thinks  with  Jove  in  heav'n,  or  iomewhere  elfe  ; 
So  that  perforce  you  mull  needs  fray  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays. 
I'll  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below, 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  th'  heels. 
Marcus,  we  are  but  fhrubs,  no  cedars  we, 
No  big-bon'd  men,  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops  fize, 
But  metal,  Mucus,  fteel  to  th'  very  back, 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  backs  can  bear. 
And  nth  there's  no  juftice  in  earth  or  hell, 
We  will  foilicit  heav'n,  and  move  the  Gods, 
To  fend  down  juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs  t 
Corne  to  this  gear,  you're  a  gcod  archer,  Marcus. 

[He gives  them  the  arr'.nsu 

Ad  Jci-cm,  that's  for  you— -here  ad  Apollinem — 

Ad  Marian,  that's  for  myfelf  j 

Here,  boy,  to  Pal/as— here  to  Mercury 

To  Saturn  and  to  Qeelus— not  to  Saturnine 
You  were  as  good  to  ihoot  againft  the  wind. 
To  it,  boy,  Marcus — loofe  thou  when  I  bid  : 
O'  my  word  I  have  written  to  effect, 
There's  not  a  God  left  unfdlicited. 

Mar.  Kinfmen,  moot  all  your  ihafts  into  the  Court, 
We  will  afflict  the  Emperor  in  his  pride.^       [They  Jh&ot. 

Tit.  Now,  mafters,  draw  \  oh  well  laid,  Lucius: 
Good  boy  in  Virgo's  lap,  give  it  to  Pallas, 

Mar.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  mile  beyond  the  moon  ; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.   tiz,  Publius    Pubhu:,   ha!   what  haft  thou  done  ? 
See,  fee,  thou'ft  mot  off  one  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar.  This  was  the  fport,  my  Lord,  when  Publius  fhotjj 
The  bull  bein<;  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch.  a  knock, 
That  down  fell  both   the  ram's  horns  in  the  Court, 
And  who  fliould  fini'them  but  the  Emprefs1  villain? 
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She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor  he  fhould  not  chufc 
But  give  them  to  his  matter  tor  a  prcfent. 

Tit.   Why,  tHcre  it  goes.  God  give  your  Lord£hip  joy ! 

Enter  a  Qcwn  with  a  Imfcet  ar.d  two  pigeons. 

News,  news  from  heav'n ;   Marcus,  the  port  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings?  have  you  any  letters? 
Shall  1  have  juftice,  what  fays  Jupiter  f 

Clow.  Who5  the  gibbet-maker?'  he  fays  that  he  hath 
1    them    down    again,     for  the  man  muft  not   be 
hang'd  'till  the  next  week. 

t.  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter  ?   I  aflc  thee  ? 

Clow.   Alas,  Sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter, 
1  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.   Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier? 

C.'.zr.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  Sir,  nothing  elfe. 

«  :.  Why,  oidft  thou  not  come  from  heav'n? 

Clow.  From  heav'n?  alas,  Sir,  1  never  came  there. 
Gov!  forbid  I  mould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  info  heav'n  in 
thy  young  days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons 
te  the  *  tribunal  pleba,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl 
betwixt  my  uncle  and  one  of  the  Emperial's  men. 

Mar,  Why,  Sir,  that  is  as  fit  ac  can   be  to  ferve  for 
oration,  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  Em- 
peror from  vou. 

Tit,  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  Em- 
peror with  a  grace ? 

CIoho.  Nay  truly,  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  grace  in  all 
my  life. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado, 
Si'*  [  ..  pigeons  to  the  Emperor. 

By  me  thou  ftjalt  have  juftice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold — mean  while  here's  money  for  thy  charge*. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. 
Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  fupplication  ? 

Ci.Tf.    Ay,   Sir. 

-.    Than  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you:  and  whan 

*  //.-  means  to  fay,  tribunus  plebis. 

you 
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you  come  to  him,  at  the  firft  approach  you  muft  knee!, 
then  kifs  his  foot,  then  dehver  up  your  pigeons,  and 
then  look  for  your  reward.  I'll  be  at  hand,  Sir,  fee 
you  do  it  bravely. 

Clcio-  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  haft  thou  a  knife  ?  come,  let  me  fee  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration, 
For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  fupplian'e, 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Emperor, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  fays. 

Clow.  God  be  with  you,  Sir,  I  will. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go.     Publlus,  follow  me. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE     V. 

The  Palace. 
Enter  Emperor  and  Empress,  and  her    tivo    Sons]  the  Em- 
peror brings  the  arrows  in  his  hand  that  TltuS  Jbot. 

Sat.  Why,  Lords,  what  wrongs  are  thefe?  was  ever  ken 
An  Emperor  of  R:me  thus  over-bore. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  for  th'  extent 
Of  equal  juftice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt? 
My  Lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  Gods, 
(However  the  difturbers  of  our  peace 
Buz  in  the  people's  ears'!  there  nought  hath  pa#, 
But  even  with  law  againft  the  wilful  fons 
Of  old  Andronicus-      And  what  an  it 
His  forrows  have  fo  over-whelm'd  his  wits, 
Shall  we  be  thus  affirmed  in  his  freaks, 
His  fits,  his  frenfy,  2nd  his  bitternefs  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  fcr  his  redrefs. 
See,  here's  to  Tow,  and  this  to  Mercury , 
This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  God  of  war : 
Sweet  fcrowls  to  fly  about  the  ftreets  of  Ro.we. 
"What's  this  but  libelling  againft  the  fenate, 
And  blazoning  ouf  injuftice  ev'ry  where  ? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not  my  Lords  ? 
As  who  would  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 
Eut  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecftaftes 
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Shall  be  no  inciter  to  thefe  outrages  : 

But  he  am!  his  fhall  know,   that  [ufuee  lives 

In  $.:'■.  rims'  health,  whom,  if  fnc  fleep, 

He'll   Co  awake,    in  (he  in  fury  /hall 

Cut  off  the  proud'ft  confpirator  that  lives. 

%:m.   Mj  gracious  Lord,   my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  lire,  commander  of  mv  thought, 
Calm  thee,  and  hear  the  faults  of  Titus*  age, 
Th'  effe&s  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  ions, 
Whcfe  loi's  hath  piere'd  him  deep,  and  fcar'd  his  heart 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftrefled  plight, 
Than  profecute  the  meaneft  or  the  beft. 
For  thefe  contempts — Why  thus  it  mall  become 
Blgh-witted  Tavtora  to  glofe  with  al] : 
But,  Titus,   I  hare  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  life-blood  out:  if  Aarwt  now  be  wife, 
Then  is  all  fafc,  the  anchor's  in  the  port,  [<dfi(&» 

Enter  CLvJn. 

How  now,  good  fellow,  would'ft  thou  fpeak  with  us? 

Chiv.   Yea  forfooth,  and  your  Mifterfliip  be  EmperiaL 

Tarn.  Empvefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  Emperor. 

Clow.  'Tis  he  :  God  and  St.  Stephen  give  you  good-e'en, 
I  have  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pigeons  here. 

[He  reads  the  letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefently. 

C).  How  much  money  muft  I  have  ? 

1am.  Come,  firrah,  thou  mull  be  hang'd. 

C.:iv.  Hang'd   by'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a 
Beck  to  a  fair  end.  [Exit, 

Sat.  Defpightful  and  intolerable  wrongs ! 
Shall  1  endure  this  monftrous  villainy  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds: 
May  this  be  borne  ?  as  if  his  traiterous  fons, 
I  ..at  dy'd  b>y  law  for  murder  cf  our  brother, 
Have  by  tn;   n      ns  been  butcher'd  wrongfully? 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair, 
Nor  age  nor  honour  ftiall  mare  privilege. 
For  this  proud  muck  I'll  be  thy  flaughter-man; 
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Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  hoip'ft  to  make  me  great, 
In  hope  thyfelf  ihould  govern  time  and  me. 
Enter  ^Emihus, 

Sat.  What  news  with  thee,  JEmiliusf  [can  e 5 

JS.mil.   Arm,  my  Lords,  arm;   Rome  never  had  more 
The  Goths  have  gather'd  head,  and  with  a  power 
Or  high-refblved  men,  bent  10  the  fpoil, 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  the  conduct 
Of  L:..cius,  fan  to  old  Aniromcus: 
Who  threats  in  courfe  of  his  revenue  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolatws  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Goths? 
Thefe  tidings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  froft,  or  grafs  beat  down  with  ftorms. 
Ay,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach  . 
*Tls  he  the  common  people  loves  :b  mi  ch  j 
Mylelf  have  often  o\er-heard  them  fay, 
(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man) 
That  Lucius"  banifhment  was  wrongfully, 
And  they  have  vviuVd  that  Lucius  were  their  Emperor. 

Tarn.  Why  ffiould  ye  fear  I*  is  not  our  city  ftrong? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  do  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccpiir  him. 

Ti2w.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious  like  thy  name. 
Is  the  fun  dim'd,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it? 
The  eagle  fuffers  little  birds  to  fing, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby* 
Knowing  that  with  the  uhadow  of  his  wing-, 
He  can  at  pleafure  ftint  their  melody; 
Even  fo  may 'A  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  fr>>rit,   for  know,  thou  Empetnr, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronkus, 
With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous 
Than  baits  to  fi/h,  or  honey-  ftalks  to  (beep, 
When  as  the  one  js  wounded  with  the  bah, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  food. 

Sat.  But  he  will  not  intreat  his  u^r,  for  us. 
Tarn-   If  Tamora  intreat  hitn,  then 'he  wills 
¥or  i  can  fmooth,  and  fill  his  aged  eajr 
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With  FoWen  promifcs,  t!  at  were  his  heart 
Almc  le,  Lis  old  ears  d<  i 

Yet  ihould  both  car  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. 
Co  thou  before  as  our  ewbaffador,  [To  /Emilias, 

Say,  that  the  Emperor  requefta  a  parley 
Oi   warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  tiie  meeting. 
milius,  do  this  mefiage  honourably: 
An,,  it'  he  itand  on  hefta-e  tor  his  fafety, 
T,  H  him  demand  what  pledge  will  pleafe  him  be/t. 

.  Your  bidding  (hall  I  do  erTcctually.  [Ex'tU 

-    Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronlcus, 
tender  him  with  all  the  art  I  have, 

from  the  warlike  Goth. 
I  now,  fweet  Emperor,  be  blith  again, 
And  bury  ail  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 
Sar.  Then  go  fuccefsiully  and  plead  to  him.  [Exeunt. 

ACT     V.      SCENE     I. 

A  Camp  ft  a  fmaU  difiance  from   Rome. 

Enter  Lucius  whb  Goths,  with  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

lUC'  A  PProved  vvarricrs'   and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
eh  figmfy  what  hate  they  bear  their  Emp'ror, 
And  h\>v\  de.firons  of  cur  fie-ht  thev  are. 

fore,  great  Lords,  be  as  your  tities  witnefs, 
Clfii  c      us  and    impatient  of  your  wrong*, 

wherein  Rrrr.e  hath  done  j  ou  any  lcath, 
ott  him  make  treble  fatisfaftion. 

Brave  flip,  fprung  from  the  great  Ar.dror.icw. ', 
name  was  cr.ee  our  terror,  now  cur  comfort.) 
gh  exploits  and   honourable  deeds 
requites  with  foul  contempt, 
id  in  us,  we")   follow  where  thou  leau'ir; 
-ike  flinging  b  es  in  hotted  fummer's  day, 
-ed  b)  •.    ii    maftor  to  the  newer"  d  fieidsj 

d  Camera. 
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Luc.   I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 
.But  who  comes  here  led  by  a  luffy  Gc 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  a  Goth  hading  Aaron  with  his  child  in  bis  arms. 

Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  ftray'd 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monaitery, 
And  as  I  earneftiy  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wafted  building,  fuddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall  j 
I  made  unto  the  noife,  when  foon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controll'd  with  this  difcourfe: 
Peace,  tawny  fla-ve,  half  me  and  half  thy  dam, 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whofe  brat  thou  art, 
'Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mothers  k-:<y 
Villain,  thou  mightft  have  been  an  Emperor  : 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white, 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-  black  £nlf\ 
J>eace,  -villain,  peace,  (even  thus  he  rates  the  babe) 
For  I  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufiy  Goth, 
Who  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Empref  babe, 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  wither' s  fake. 
With  this,  my  weapon  d*srw»,   I  rufn'o  upon  him, 
Surpriz'd  him  fuddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  ufe  as  you  think  needful  of  the  mair. 

Luc.  O  worthy  Goth!  this  it  th'  incarnate  devil 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand; 
This  is  the  pearl  that  plea    .  \    ur  Emprefs*  eye, 
And  here's  the  bafe  fruit  of  his  burning  luff* 
Say,  wall-ey'd  iiave,  whither  wouldM  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  doft  not  fpeak  ?  what!   deaf?  no!   not  a  word  ? 
A  halter,  foldiers ;  hang  him  on  this  tree, 
And  by  his  fide  his  fruit  of  baftardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  bkod. 
Luc.  Too  like  the  fire  for  ever  being  good. 
Firft  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  furawl, 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

A*r>  Litem,  fare  th:  chiia, 
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And  bare  it  from  me  to  to  the  Emprefs: 

It  thou  do  this,  I'll  fhew  thee  wondrous  things, 

That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear; 

If  theu  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 

I'll  fpeak  no  moa  ;  but  vengeance  rot  vou  all ! 

l.-.c.   S.iy  on,  and  if  it  pleafe  mc  which  thou  fpeak'/r, 
Thy  child  lhall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  nourifh'd. 

sLir.  And  if  it  pleafe  thee?  why,  affure  *hee,  Luclutt 
'Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  1  fhall  (peak  : 
For  I  rrwift  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  mallacres, 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon,  villainies, 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufiy  pcrform'd: 
And  this  fhall  all  be  bulled  by  my  death,        * 
lJ.nl  els  thou  fwear  to  me  my  child  ihail  rive. 

Luc   Tell  on  thy  mind,    I  lay  thy  cl      1  (hill  live* 

A>ir.   Swear  that   he  fhall,  anH  then  I  will  be.  in. 

Luc.   Who  flionld  I  fwear  by?  thou  believVi  no  God. 
That  granted,  how  cai-Tft  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 

slar.   Wliat  if  I  do  not ?  as  indeed  I  do  not; 
Vet  for  I  know  thou  art  religious, 
And  haft  a  thing  within  t   ee  called  Confcience, 
With  twenty  popifh  tricks  an  i  ceremonies 
Which  I  have  i'een  thee  careful  to  obferve: 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  ••  i  h,  (for  that  i  know 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble. for  a  God,  [A/rd:, 

And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  tha'  God  he  fwcars, 

To  that  I'll  urge  him) thererefore  thou  ftalt  vow 

By  that  fame  God,  what  Qocl  foe'er  it  be 
That  thou  ador'ft  and  haft  in  reverence, 
To  lave  my  boy,   nourifh  and  bring  him  up, 
Or  e!fe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  the 

Luc.  Even  by  my  God  1  fwear  to  thee,  I  w 

Aar.  Firft  know  thou,  I  begot  hi  th    Empre 

Lfic.  O  mofi    infatiate  l-.rxurious 

Air.  Tut,  Lucius    this   ras  but  a  iked  of  charity, 
To  that  which  tkou  ftialt  hear  or  ..ie  a   on. 
'Twas  her  two  fons  that  murder 'd  Bajjiavusy 
They  cut  thv  lifter's  tongue,  and  raviih'u  her, 
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And  cut  her  hands,   and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'fr. 

Lac.  O  moft  deteftdble  villain  i   call'ft  thou  that 
Trimming? 

Aar.  Why,  {he  was  wafh'd,  and  cut  and  trimm'd  £ 
And  'twas  trim  frort  for  them  that  had  the  doing  oft. 

Luc.   Oh  barbarous  beaftly  villains  like   thyfelf ! 

Aar.  Indeed,   I  was  their  tutor  to  initrucr.  them: 
That  codding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  mother, 
As  fure  a  card,  as  ever  won  the  fetj 
That  bloody  mind  I  think  they  learn'd  ofmey 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head  j 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witnefs  of  my  worth* 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole, 
Where  the  dead  corps  of  Baffiami%  lay : 
I  wrote  the  letter  tbat  thy  father  found, 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention'dr 
Confed'rate  with  the  Queen  and  her  two  fons. 
And  what's  elfe  done  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  ruej 
Wherein  I  had  no  flroke  of  mifchief  in't  ? 
I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand, 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  rnyfelf  apart, 
And  almcft.  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 
1  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall, 
When  for  hie  hand  he  had  his  two  fons  heads, 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  fo  heartily 
That  Loth  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his  : 
And  when  I  told  toe  Empvefs  of  this  fport, 
She  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleafmg  tale, 
And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kiffes. 

Qoth.  What,  canft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  biu/h? 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  faying  is. 

Luc.  Ait  thou  not  lorry  for  tfeefe  hainous  deeds? 

Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more* 
Ev'n  now  I  turfe  the  day  (and  yet  I  think 
Few  come  within  the  compj  Is  of  my  curie) 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  notorious  ill, 
As  kill  a  man,  or  elfe  devife  his  death, 
Raviih  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it, 
Accufe  fome  innocent,  end  then  forfvrear 
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Myfelf,  fet  deadly  enmity  between 

Two  friends,  make  poor  mens  cattle  break  their  necks, 

Set  rive  on  barns  and  hay-ftacks  in  the  night, 

And  bid  the  owners  quench  them   with   their  tears: 

Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves, 

And  let  them"  upright  at  their  dear  friends  doors, 

Ev'n  when  their  forrow  almoir.  was  forgot, 

And  on  their  fldns,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 

Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 

Let  not  your  for  r  oiv  die,  though  1  am  dead. 

Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things, 

As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly} 

And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed, 

But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  m 

Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil,  for  he  muft  not  die 
So  lweet  a  death  as  hanging  prefently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil, 
To  live  and  burn  in  evcrlafling  fire, 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in   hell, 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue. 

Luc.  Sirs,  flop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  more. 

Enter   /Emilius. 

Goth.  My  Lord,  there  is  a  meffenger  from  Romt 
Defires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prefence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near. 

Welcome,  Mmiiius  ;   what's  the  news  from  Rome? 

Mrnil.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  Princes  ot  inn  Goths, 
The  Roman  Emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  ; 
And,  for  he  understands  you  are  in  arms, 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  houfe, 
"Willing  you  to  demand  your  hoftages, 
And  they  fhall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 

Goth.  What  fays  our  General  ? 

Luc.  JEmilius,  let  the  Emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Mar,'i<t 
A  nd  we  will  come  :  away  !  march  !  [Exeunt* 

F  z  SCENE 


64        Titus  Andronicus. 

SCENE     III. 
.     Titus'*  Palace   in   Rome. 
Enter  Tamora,  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  difguis'd. 

la--.  Thus  in  thek-  ftrange  and  fad  habiliments 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus, 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below, 
To  join  ujth  him,  and  right  his  hainous  wrongs: 
Knock  at  the  ftudy,  where  they  fay  he  keeps, 
To  laminate  ftrange  plots  of  dire  revenge ; 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 
And  work  confufion  on  his  enemies. 

cr-     x»-l     >  [They  knock,  and  Titus  appears  above* 

Tir.   who  roth  moieft  my  contemplation  ? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door, 
That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  ftudy  be  to  no  effect  ? 
You  are  d-cciv'd,  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 
Sec  het  p  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down  j 
And  what  is  written,  mall  be  executed. 
Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
Tit.  No,  not  a  word :  how  can  1  grace  my  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  that  accord  ? 
Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn.  If  thou  didft  know  me,thou  wouldft  talk  with  me* 
7;/.  I  am  not  mad,  I  know  thee  well  enough; 
Wnnefs  this  wretched  ftump,  thefe  crimfen  lines 
Witnefs  thefe  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care,   ' 
Witnefs  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night  j 
Witnefs-  all  farrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  01:2  proud  Emprefs,  mighty  Tamora; 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Tarn    Kao»  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamortx 
bhc  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend • 
I  am  Revenge,  fent  from  th'  infernal  kingdom, 
io  eafe  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light} 
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Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  ; 

There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  or  lurking  place, 

No  vaft  obfeurity  or  mifty  vale, 

Where  bloody  Murder,  or  deterred  Rape 

Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out, 

And  in  their  car;  tell  them  my  dreadful  name, 

Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offenders  quake.  . 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  fent  to  mc, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies? 

Tarn.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me. 
Tit.  Do  me'ibme  fervice,  ere  I  come  to  thee: 
Lo  by  thy  fide  where  Rape  and  Murder  ftand  j 
Now  give  fomcTu ranee  that  thou  art  Revenue, 
Stab  them  or  tear  them  on  thy  char  ot  wheels, 
And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner, 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes: 
Provide  two  proper  palfries  black  as  jet, 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  fwift  away, 
And  find  out  murders  in  their  guilty  caves. 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  difmoant,  and  by  thy  waggon  wheel 
Tret  like  a  fervile  foot- man  all  day  long; 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rifing  in  the  eaft, 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  fea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  tafk, 
So  thou  deftroy  Raoine  and  Murder  there. 

<;;,„.  Thefe  are  my  minifters,  and  come  with  me. 
Tit.   Are  they  thy  minifters  ?  what  are  rhey  ca'ii'd  ? 
Tarn.  Rapine  and  Murder;  therefore  called  fo, 
»Caufe  they  take  vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  men. 

:.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs'  Ions  they  are, 
And  you  the  Emprefs  \  but  we  worldly  men 
Have  miferable  mad  miltaking  eyes  : 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee, 

And  if  one  arm's  embraccment  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

[Exit  Titus  from  above. 
Taw.  This  dofing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy. 
Whate'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits, 
90  you  upheld,  and  maintain  in  your  lpeech, 
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For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  j 
And  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  fon : 
And  whilft  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  lure, 
I'll  find  fome  cunning  practice  out  of  hand, 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or  at  the  leaft  make  them  his  enemies: 
See  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  ply  my  theme. 

.SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Titus. 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee  i 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woeful  houfe  j 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too  : 
How  like  the  Emprefs  and  her  fons  you  are! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor; 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  kich  a  devil: 
For  well  I  wot,  the  Emprefs  never  wags, 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor', 
And  would  you  reprefent  our  Queen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are :   what  iliall  we  do  ? 

Tan:.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus  f 

Dan.  Shew  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

Chi.  Shew  me  a  villain  that  hath  done  a  rape, 
And  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tarn.  Shew  me  a  thoufand  that  have  done  thee  wrong, 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit.   Look  round  about  the  wicked  ftreets  of  Rcme> 
And  when  thou  find'ft  a  man  that's  like  thyfelf, 
Good  Murder,  ftab  him;  he's  a  murderer. 
Go  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine,  flab  him;  he's  a  ravifher. 
Go  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperor's  Court 
There  is  a  Queen  attended  by  a  Mcorj 
Well  niay'il  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  ihe  doth  refenible  thee; 
I  jTray  thee  do  on  them  fome  violent  death  j 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 
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7j;/.-.  Well  haft  thou  leflon'd  us  ;  this  /hall  \vc  do. 
But  would  it  plcafe  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  fend  for  Lucius  thy  thrice-valiant  fon, 
Who  leads  tow'rds  Rw.c  a  band  of  warlike  Cor£j, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe. 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  feaft, 
1  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  fons, 
The  Emperor  himlelf,  and   all  thy  foes; 
And  at  thy  mercy  /hall  they  ftoop  and  kneel-, 
And  on  them  fhalt  thou  cafe  thy  angry  heart  : 
What  lays  ArJrsnicus  to  this  device? 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  brother  !   'tis  fad  Titus  calls  5 

Enter  Marcus. 

Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius ; 
Thou  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Gotbs$ 
Bid  him  repair  to  me;  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  l'rinces  of  the  Gotbs  j 
Bid  him  encamp  his  foldiers  where  they  are  j 
Tell  him  the  Emperor  and  the  Emprefs  too 
Feaft  at  my  houfe,  and   he  fhall  tea  ft  with  them  3 
This  do  thou  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  him, 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Mar.  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  again.      [Exit* 

Tax:.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  bufinefs, 
And  -_ke  my  minifters  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me, 
Or  elfe  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again, 
And  cleave  to  no  Revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn.  What  fay  you,  boys,  will  you  abide  with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  Lord,  the  Emperor, 
How  1  have  govern'd  our  determin'd  jeft? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair,  [Ajide, 
And  tarrv  with  him  till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  tho'  they  fuppofe  me  mad} 
And  will  o'cr-reach  them  in  their  own  devices  : 
A  pair  of  cuifed  hell-hounds  and  their  dam.         [Ajide* 

Dem.   Madam,  depart  at  plcafure,  leave  us  here. 

Tam.  Firewel,  Ar.Jrcr.icus,  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.        [Exit  Tamora. 
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Tit.  I  know  thou  doftj  and,  Tweet  Revenge,  farewel! 
Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  mail  we  be  employ'd  ? 
Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  tor  you  to  do. 
Publius,  come  hither,  Cuius  and  Valentine  ! 

Enter  Publius  and  Servants. 

Pub.  What  is  your  will? 

'Tit.  Know  ye  thefe  two  ? 

Pub.  The  Errprefs'  fons 
I  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius, 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie,  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd, 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name  j 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius , 
Caius  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  ! 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wifh  for  fuch  an  hour, 
And  now  I   find  it,   therefore  bind  them  fure. 

[Exit  Titus. 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs'  fons. 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. 
Stop  clofe  their  mouths;  1-t  them  not  fpeak  a  word. 
Is  he  fure  bound  ?  look  that  ye  bind  them  faft. 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  with  a  Knife,  and  Lavinia  ivith 

a  Bajon. 
Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia,  look  thy  foes  are  bound  j 
Sirs,  ftop  their  mouths  j  let  tbem  not  fpeak  to  me, 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. 
Oh  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 

Here  frauds  the  fpring  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  mud, 
This  goodly  fummer  with  your  winter  mixt : 
You  kill'd  her  hufband,  and  for   that  vile  fault 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death, 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  ieft  j 
Both  her  fweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  fpotlefs  chafthy, 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  conftrain'd  and  fore'd. 
What  Would  you  fay  if  I  ihould  let  you  fpeak? 
Villains ! — for  fhame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hart,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you, 
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This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats, 
Whilft  that  Lavinia  'twixthcr  ftumps  doth  hold 
The  bafon  that  receives  your  guilty  bloody 
You  know  your  mother  means  to  feaft  with  mc, 
Anil  calls  hcrfclf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad— - 
H»rk,  villains,  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  duft, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it  I'll  make  a  pafte, 
And  of  the  pafte  a  coffin  will  I  rear, 
And  make  two  parties  of  your  fhameful  heads, 
And  bid  that  ftrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam, 
Like  to  the  earth,  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 
This  is  the  icid  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  banquet  (he  fliall  forfeit  on; 
For  worfe  than  Ftitomelyoxi  us  d  my  daughter, 
And  worfe  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd. 
And  now  prepare  your  throats:  Lavinia,  come, 
Receive  the  blood;  and  when  that  they  are  dead, 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to   powder  fmall, 
i  And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it; 
And  in  that  pafte  let  their  vile  heads  be  bakM* 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet,  which  I  with  might  prove 
More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs  feaft. 

[He  cuts  their  throat t» 
S«,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  cook, 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  their  mother  comes. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths  with  Aaron  Prifoner. 

Luc.  Good  uncle  Marcus,  fince  'tis  my  father's  mind 

That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

Goth.  And  ours  with  thine,  befal  what  fortune  will, 
Luc.  Goc^  uncle,  take  you  in  this  baibarous  Mior, 

This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accurfed  devil, 

Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 

Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emp'ror's  face, 

For  teftimony  (if  thefe  foul  proceedings; 

An.l  fee  the  ambufti  of  our  friends  be  ftroflg, 

I  fear  tiie  Emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 
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Aar.  Some  devil  whifper  curfes  in  my  car, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  fwelling  heart ! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog,  uuhallow'd  Have  ! 
-.  [Exeun?  Goths  with  Aaron. 

5ns,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in.  [Flounfb, 

The  trumpets  fhew  the  EmpeVor  is  at  hand. 

SCENE       VI. 
Sound  Trumpets.     Enter  Emperor  and  Emprefs,  with  Tri- 
bunes and  others. 
Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  funs  than  one  ? 
Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyfelf  a  fun  ? 
Mar.  Rome's  Emperor,  and  nephew,  break  your  parley  : 
Thefe  quarrels  muft  be  quietly  debated  : 
The  feaft  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordahVd  to  an  honourable  end, 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome: 
Pieafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh  and  take  your  places. 
Sat.  MaKcus,  we  will.  [Hautboy. 

A  Table  brought  in.     Enter  Titus  like  a  Cook,  placing  the 
meat  on  the  Table,  WLavinia  with  a  veil  over  her  face. 

xtrV?'  WeIcome>  my  gracious  Lord,  welcome,  dreadQueen, 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths,  thou  Lucius,  welcome, 
And  welcome  all  j  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
Twill  fill  your  ftomachs,  pieafe  you  eat  of  it. 
Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus  ? 
Tit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well, 
To  entertain  your  Highnefs,  and  your  Emprefs. 

Tarn.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 
**    t       •    lf  y0uir  HiShnefs  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 
My  Lord  the  Emperor,  refolve  me  this  : 
wTas  it  well  done  of  raft  Vuginius, 
To  Hay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right-hand, 
Becaufe  ine  was  enforced,  ftain'd,  and  detfour'd  ? 
Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 
Tit.  Your  reafon,  mighty  Lord  ? 
Set.  Becaufe  the  girl  fhould  not  furvive  her  fhame, 
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And  by  her  prefence  dill  renew  his  forrows. 

Tit.  A  re  a  lbn  mighty,  Arong,  effedtiuil, 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me,  moft  wretched,  to  perform  the  like  : 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  (hame  with  thee, 
And  with  thy  fhame  thy  father's  forrow  die !  [He  kills  hrr. 

Sat.   What  haft  thou  done,   unnatural  and  unkind  ? 

Tit.  Kill'd  her  for  whom  my  tears  have  nude  mc  blind.. 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virgimus  was, 
And  have  a  thou  land  times  more  caufe  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage.     And  it  is  now  done. 

Sat,  What,  was  (he  ravifh'd  ?  tell,  who  did  the  deed  ? 

Tit.  Will't  pleafe  you  cat,  wilt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  feed  ? 

Tarn.  Why  haft  thou  flain  thine  only  daughter  thus  ? 

lit.  Not  I,  'twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius, 
They  ravifn'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue, 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong; 

Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 

Tirf.   Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pye, 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  rlefh  that  fhe  herfelf  hath  bred, 
'Tis  true,  'tis  true,  witnefs  my  knife's  fharp  point. 

[He  ft  jib  s  the  Emprefs, 

Sat.  Die,  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed  ! 

[Hefiabt  Titus. 

hue.  Can  the  fon's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[ Lucius  Jlabs  the  Emperor, 

Mar.  You  fad-fae'd  men,  people  and  fons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar  fever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempertuous  gufts, 
Oh  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  fcatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  rheaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Gjo.   Let  Romt  herfelf  be  bane  unto  herfelf, 
And  fhe  whom  michtv  kingdoms  courtfie  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caft-away, 
Do  mameful  execution  on  herfelf. 

Mar,  But.  if  my  frofty  figtu  and  chaps  of  age, 
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Grave  witneffes  of  true  experience, 

Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 

Speak,  Romis  dear  friend ;  as  erft  our  anceftor,  [To  Lucius. 

When  with  his  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfc 

To  love-fick  Dido's  fad  attending  ear, 

The  ftory  of  that  baleful  burning  night, 

When  fubtle  Greeks  furpriz'd  King  Priam's  Trey  : 

Tell  us  what  Sitton  hath  bewitch' d  our  ears, 

Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in, 

That  gives  our  Twy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound. 

My  heart  is  not /ompa-ct  of  flint  nor  fteel : 

Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 

But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory, 

And  break  my  very  utterance  5  even  in  the  time 

When  it  mould  move  you  to  attend  me  moft, 

Lending  ycur  kind  commiferation. 

Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale, 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 

That  cur  fed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 

Were  they  that  murder'd  our  Emperor's  brother; 

And  they  they  were  that  ravifhed  our  After  : 

For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded, 

Our  father's  tears  defpis'd,  and  bafely  cozen'd 

Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out, 

And  fent  her  enemies  into  the  grave. 

Laftly,  myfelf  unkindly  baniflied, 

(The  gates  fhut  on  me)  and  turn'd  weeping  out, 

To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies, 

Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 

And  op'd  their  arms  t'  embrace  me  as  a  friend  : 

And  I  am  turn  d  forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 

That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood, 

And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point, 

Sheathing  the  fteel  in  my  adventrous  body. 

Alas,  you  know  I  am  no  vaunter,  I  ; 

My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are, 

That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 

But  foft,  methinka  I  do  digrefs  uo  much, 
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Citing  my  worthlefs  praife  :  oh  pardon  me, 

For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelyes. 

Afar.  Now  is  my  tongue  to  fpeak :  behold  this  child, 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered, 
The  ifiue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  houfe, 
Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true. 
Now  judge  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  r^enge 
Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable,  pair  pat^nce, 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you,  Romans  t 
Have  we  done  aught  amifs  ?  mew  us  wherein, 
And  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 
The  poor  remainder  of  A  tdrtmicus, 
We'll  hand  in  hand  all  head-long  caft  us  down, 
And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  out  our  brains, 
And  make  a  mutual  ciofure  of  our  houfe  : 
Speak,  Romans,  fpeak,  and  if  you  fay  we  mall, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

J£tn.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome, 
And  bring  our  Emperor  gently  in  thy  hand. 
Lucius  our  Emperor:   for  well  I  know, 
The  common  voice  doth  cry  it  mall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Lucius,  ail  hail,  Rome's  royal  Emperor  ! 
Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  forrowful  houfe. 
And  hither  hale  that  mifbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direful  fl.mghtering  death, 
As  punifnment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  gracious  Governor  ! 

Luc.  Thank?,  gentle  Romans :  may  I  govern  fo, 
To  heal  Rtmi s  harm,  and  drive  away  her  woe  ! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  a  while, 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  tafk  : 
Stand  all  aloof  ;  but,  uncle,  draw  you  near, 
To  fhed  obfequious  tears  upon  this  trunk  : 
Oh  take  this  warm  kifi  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-flam' d  face  ; 
The  la \  true  dutiel  of  thy  noble  ion. 
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Mur.  Ay,  tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  icifs^ 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips  : 
©"were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  ihould  pay 
Countlefs  aid  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them. 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy,  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us 
To  melt  in  fhowers  ;  thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well  j 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee  $ 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  loving  breait.  thy  pillow  : 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thy  infancy  ; 
In  that  refpefl  then,  like  a  loving  child, 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring, 
Becaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo  ; 
Friends  Ihould  affociate  friends,  in  grief  and  woe  : 
Bid  him  farewel,  commit  him  to  the  grave, 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

J5oy.  O  grandfire,  grandfire  !  ev'n  with  all  my  heart* 
Would  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again  ■ 

0  Lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping 
My  tears  will  choak  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

SCENE    VII. 

Er.ier  Romans  ivitb  Aaron, 

Rom.  You  fad  AJromci,  have  done  with  woes, 
Give  fentence  on  this  execrable  wretch, 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

hue.  Set  him  breaft-deep  in  earth,  and  famifh  him, 
There  let  him  ftand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food  $ 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies  :  this  is  our  doom. 
Some  ftay  to  fee  him  faftned  in  the  earth. 

Aar.  O  why  fhould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  ? 

1  3m  no  baby,  I,  that  with  bafe  prayers 
I  fhould  repent  the  evil  I  have  done  : 
Ten  thoufand  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
"Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will : 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  foul. 

Luc,  Some  loving  friends  convev  the  Emptor  hence, 

And 
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Ard  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave. 

My  father  and  Lavinia  mall  forthwith 

Be  doled  in  our  houfhold's  monument  : 

As  for  that  hainous  Tie,refs  Tamora, 

No  funeral  rites,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds, 

No  mournful  bell  fhall  ring  her  burial  $ 

But  throw  her  forth  to  beafts  and  birds  of  prey  : 

Her  life  was  heart-like,  and  devoid  of  pity, 

And  being  fo,  me  mall  have  like  want  of  it. 

See  juftice  done  on  Aaron  that  damn'd  Alcor, 

From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning  j 

Then  afterwards,  we'll  order  well  the  flate, 

That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate. 

[Exeunt  omntu 
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Dramatis  Persons. 

Duncan,  Kingof  Scotland. 
Malcolm,        \  Sons  to  the  King. 
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M a  c  B ::  T  H,         7  G^^/j  0/ ,&  King*  Army. 

B  AN  QUO, 

Lenox, 
Macduff, 

Ross*,  \>Ncblemenof  Scotland, 

Menteth,        § 

Angus, 

Cathness, 

Fleance,  Son  to  Banquo. 

Siward,  General  of  the  Englifh  Forces. 

Young  Siward  bis  Son.  ■■*•" 

Seyton  an  Officer  attending  on  Macbeth. 

Sen  to  Macduff. 

Doclor.  „ 

Lady  Macbeth. 
"Lady  Macduff. 
Gentlewomen  attending  on  "Lady  Macbeth. 

Hecate,  and  three  other  Witches. 

Lords,  Gentlemen,  Officers,  Soldiers  and  Attendants. 

The  Ghojl   of  Banquo,  and  feveral  other  Apparitions. 

SCENE  in  the  end  of  the  fourth  Ad  lies  in  England, 
through  the  nfi  of  the  Flay  in  Scotland,  and  chief y  at 
Macbeth'*  Caflle. 

Supposed  to  be  true  hiftory ;  taken  from  He£tor  Boetius,  and 
other  Scotifh  Chroniclers. 


MAC- 


MACBETH. 


A  C    T    I.       S    C    E   N   E     I. 

An  open  Heath. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.      Enter  three  Witches. 

t  Witch. TTTHEN  Hull  we  three  meet  again    ^ 

\ \l     In  thunder,  lightning,  and  in  rain? 

V  V        2  Witch.  When  the  hurly-burly's 

When  the  battle's  loft  and  won.  [done, 

3  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  fet  of  fun. 
?   I  Witch.  Where  the  place  ? 

2  Witch.  Upon  the  heath. 

3  Witch.  There  I  go  to  meet  Macbeth* 
i  Witch.  I  come,  I  come, 

Grimalkin   •     - 

2  Wrci-  Padocke  calls— —anon! 

yf/A  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair, 
Hover  through  fog  and  filthy  air. 

[They  rife  from  the  Jlage,  and  fly  away, 

SCENE      II. 

The  Palace  at  Foris. 

Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  with  Attendants, 
meeting  a  bleeding  Captain* 

King.  What  bloody  man  is  that?  he  can  report, 

As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 

The  neweft  ftate. 

MaU 
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Uah  This  is  the  ferjeant,  who 
Like  a  right  good  and  hardy  loldier  fought 
'Gainft  my  captivity.     Hail,  hail,  brave  friend! 
Say  to  the  King  the  knowledge  of  the  broil, 
As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Cap.  Doubtful  long  it  ftood ; 
As  two  fpent  fwimmers  that  do  cling  together, 
And  choak  their  art:   the  mcrcilefs  Macdonel 
(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  weftern  ifles 
With  Kerns  and  Gallon)- glaJJ'et  was  fupply'd, 
And  fortune  on  his  damned  quarrel  fouling, 
Shevv'd  like  the  rebel's  whore.     But  all  too  weak: 
For  brave  Macbeth  (well  be  Jeferves  that  name) 
Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandiiht  fteel 
Which  fmoak'd  with  bloody  execution, 
Like  Valour's  minion  carved  out  his  paflfage, 
Till  he  had  fae'd  the  flave. 
Who  ne'er  fhook  hands  nor  bid  farewel  to  him, 
Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  nape  to  th'  chops, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

King.  Oh  valiant  coufin  !  worthy  gentleman ! 

Cap.  As  whence  the  fun  gives  his  reflection,  * 
Shipwrecking  florins  and  direful  thunders  break  $ 
So  from  that  fpring  whence  comfort  feem'd  ro  come, 
Difcomfort  fweli'd.     Mark,  King  of  Scodendy  mark; 
No  fooner  Juftice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compell'd  thefe  fkipping  Kerns  to  truft  their  heek, 
But  the  Noriueyan  L6rd  furveying  vantage, 
With  furbiiht  arms  and  new  fupplies  or  men 
Besian  a  frefh  aflault. 

King-  Difmay'd  not  this 
Our  captains,  brave  Macbstb  and  Banquo? 

C.p.  Yes, 
As  fparrows  eagles,  or  the  hare  the  lion. 
If  1  fay  fcoth,  I  muit  report  they  were 

*  By  this  is  meant  the  Rainbow,  the  flrongtf  arJ  mji 
remarkable  refkclion  of  aiy  the  fun  gives. 
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As  cannons  over-charg'd;  with  double  cracks, 
So  they  redoubled  ltrokes  upon  the  toe : 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  toll 

But  I  am  faint,  my  games  cry  for  help -- 

King.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounas . 
They  fmack  of  honour  both.     Co,  get  him  furgeons. 
Enter  Roffe  and  Angus. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  .  % 

Mai.  The  worthy  Thine  of  Roffe.  L look, 

Len.  What  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes  ?  fo  fhould  ne 
That  feems  to  (peak  things  ftrange! 

Roffe.  God  fave  the  King! 

Jft«£.  Whence  cam' ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  ? 

RoJJe.  From  Fife,  great  King, 
Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  Iky, 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway,  himfelf  with  numbers  terrible, 
A&fted  by  that  moft  difloyal  traitor 
The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  'gan  a  difmtl  conflict ; 
•Till  that  Bellonas  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  felf-comparifons. 
Point  againft  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainft  arm, 
Curbing  his  lavifh  fpirit.     To  conclude, 
The  vi&ory  fell  on  us. 

King.  Great  happinefs  ! 

Roffe.  Now  Sweno,  Norway" %  King,  craves  compofition . 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
*Till  he  dilburfed,  at  Saint  *  Colmkil-\fe, 
Ten  thoufand  dollars,  to  our  gerTral  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  mall  deceive 
Our  bofom  int'reft.     Go,  pronounce  bis  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Rc/Te.  I'll  lee  it  done. 

King.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won.|#*<f. 

*  Colmkil  is  one  of  the  wejlern  ijles  of  Scotland,  other* 
rife  call' J  ]om.  SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

The  Heath. 
Thunder.       Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witch.  Where  haft  thou  been,  filler? 
<2.  Witch.  Killing  fvvine. 

3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

i  Witch.  A  Tailor's  wife  had  chefthuts  in  her  lap,     [1,  f 
And  mouncht,  and  mouncht,  and  mouncht.  Give  me  quotk  I 
Aroint  thee,  witch,  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  hufband's  to  'Aleppo  gone,  mafter  o'th'  Tiger  i 
But  in  a  fieve  I'll  thither  fail, 
And  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
I'll  do I'll  do- and  I'll  do. 

2  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind, 
i  Witch.  Thou  art  kind. 

3  Witch.  And  I  another. 

i  Witch.  I  myielf  have  all  the  other, 
And  the  very  points  they  blow, 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know, 
l'th*  lhip-man's  card-  ■     -  - 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay: 
Sleep  ihall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  pent-houfelid  j 
lie  (hall  live  a  man  forbid ; 
Weary  fev'nnights,  nine  times  nine, 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine: 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft, 
Yet  it  ihall  be  tempeft-toft. 
J.ook  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Shew  me,  /hew  me. 

i  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wieck'd  as  homeward  he  did  come.  \Drim  "tvifbJJH 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum  ! 
Macbeth  doth  come ! 

All.  The  weird  lifters,  hand  in  hand, 
Porters  of  the  fca  and  land, 
Thus,  to  go  about,  about, 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace,  the  charm's  Wound  r.p, 

S  C  E  N  i 
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SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Micbeth    and  Banquo,    with    Soldiers   and   ctbar 

Attendants, 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  fecn. 

Ban.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Fern— What  arc  thefc, 
Sowither'd,  and   fo  wild  in  their  attire? 
That  look  not  like  inhabitants  of  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't  ?  Live  you,  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  queirion?  you  feem  to  underftand  me. 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 

Upon  her  {kinny  lips You  fhould  be  women. 

And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo- 

Macb.  Speak  if  you  can;  what  are  you? 

1  Witcb.  All-hail,  Macbctb!    hail  to  thee,   Thane  of 


Glamis !  [Caivd* 


or 


! 


2  Witch.   All-hail,   Macbeth!    hail  to  thee,  Thane  of 
^JVitch.  All-hail,  Macbeth  !  that  /halt  be  King  hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  feem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?  I'th'  name  of  truth, 
Are  ye  fantaltical,  or  that  indeed  [To  the  Witches* 

Which  outwardly  ye  {hew  ?  my  noble  partner 
You  greet  wi'h  prefent  grace,  and  prediction 
Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope, 
That  he  feems  wrapt  withal;  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 
If  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  time, 
And  fay  which  grain  will  grow  and  which  will  not, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 
Your  favours  nor  your  hate. 

1  Witch.  Hail ! 

2  Witch.  Hail! 

3  Witch.  Hal!  ! 

1  Witch.  Lefler  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witck.  Thou  {halt  get  Kings,  though  thou  be  none; 
All-hail,  Macbeth  and  Bar.quo  ' 

I  Witch.   Bar.quo  and  Macbeth,  all-hail ! 

Macb.  Stav,  you  imperf«Sl  fpeakcrs,  tell  me  more  5 

By 
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By  *  SlnePs  death  I  know  I'm  Thane  of  GUmls  j 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  Thane  of  Caivdor  lives, 
A  profp'rous  gentleman  j  and  to.  be  King 
Stands  not  within  the  profpecl  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Ca<wd»r%  Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  ftrange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blafted  heath  you  flop  our  way 
With  fuch  prophetick  greeting  ? — fpeak,  I  charge  you. 

[Witches  uanlfb 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  thefe  are  of  them :  whither  are  they  vanifh'd? 

Macb.  Into  the  air :  and  what  feem'd  corporal, 
Melted,  as  breath  into  the  wind 
Would  they  had  ftay'd  / 

Ban.  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  f 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  root 
That  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb.  Your  children  fhall  be  Kings. 

Ban.  You  fhall  be  King. 

Macb.  And  Thane  of  Caivdor  too  j  went  it  not  fo  ? 

Ban.To  th'  felf-fame  tune,  and  words ;  but  who  ishera 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Rofle  and  Angus. 
RoJJe.  The  King  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs ;  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  venture  in  the  rebels  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  praifes  do  contend, 
Which  mould  be  thine  or  his.     Silenc'd  with  that 
In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'th'  felf-fame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Nonveyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afraid  of,  what  thyfelf  didft  make, 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  hail, 
Came  poft  on  poft,  and  every  one  did  be^.r 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  We  are  fent, 
To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  mafter,  thanks, 

*    The  father  of  Macbeth. 
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)nly  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight, 
»Jot  pay  thee. 

Roffe.   And  for  an  earned  of  a  greater  honour, 
*e  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor ; 
n  which  addition,  hail,  moil  worthy  Thane  / 
:or  it  is  thine. 

/fa/?.  What,  can  the  devil   fpeak  true? 

Macb.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  $ 
iVhy  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrow'd  robes? 

A-g.   Who  was  the  Tbattet  lives  yet, 
lut  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life, 
Which  hedeferves  to  lofe.     Whether  he  was 
'ornbin'd  with  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebej 
Vith  hidden  help  and  vantage;  or  with  both 
fe  laboui'd  in  hi?  country's  wreck,  1  know  not: 
ktt  troafons  capital,  confeh'd,  and  prov'd, 
■  overthrown  him. 

Ma.b.  Giavns,  and  Thar.e  of  Cawdor  I  [Afide. 

'he  greateft  is  behind-     Thanks  for  your  pains. 

[To  Angus. 
>o  you  not  hope  your  children  fhall  be  Kings, 

[To  Banquo. 

f.riic.i  thofe  that  gave  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  to  me, 
fcomis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 
Bt.ti.  That  tru^ed  home, 
'ligiit  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 

es  the  Thane  of  Caivdor.     But  'tis  ftrange: 
oftentrmes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
Ke  inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths, 
^in  us  with  hauefr  trifles^  tp  b.etray  us 
i  deepeft  confeauence. 

is,  a  word  I  pray  you,  [To  Rofie  and  Angus, 

Macb.  Two  truths  are  told,  [AficU* 

-  n3PPV  prologues  to  the  fwelling  aft 
f  the  imperial  theme.     I  thank  you,  gentlemen—* 
'his  fupernatural  folliciting 

' ;  cannot  be  good.     —If  ill, 
fftf  hath  it  Riv'n  me  earneft  of  fuccefs, 
othmt  n<  ing    n  a  truth  ?  I'm  Thane  of  Cawdor. 

do  I  vield  tc  that  fuggeftioTip 
^ *  H  WJwX 
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Whofe  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair, 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  rifes 
Againft  the  ufe  of  nature  ?  prefent  feats 
Are  iefs  than  horrible  imaginings. 
My  Thought,  whofe  murder's  yet  but  fantafy, 
Shakes  fo  my  nngle  ftate  of  man,  that  Fund  ion 
Is  Another*  d  in  furmife  j  and  nothing  is, 
But  what  is  not. 

Ban.  Look  how  our  partner's  rapt! 

Macb.  If  chance  will  have  me  King,  why  chanc?  ma; 

crown  me  [AfM 

Without  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him 
Like  our  ftrange  garments  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb,  Come  what  come  may,  [<^* 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  rougheft  day. 
Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  ftay  upon  your  leilure. 
Macb.  Give  me  your  favour :  my  dull  brain  was  wrougl 
With  things  forgot.     Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regiftred  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them— let  us  tow'rd  the  King: 
Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd,  and  at  more^  time, 

[kJo  Bancu 

(The  interim  having  weigh'd  it)  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  'Till  then  enough  :  come,  friends.      [£*«fi| 

SCENE    VI. 
The    Palace.       Flotwijb, 
Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lenox,  and  Attentat 

Kingi  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  yet  ? 
Are  notthofe  in  commiffion  yet  return'd  ? 

Mai.  My  Liege, 
They  are  not  yet  come  *ack.     But  I  have  fpoke 
With  one  that  faw  him  die,  who  did  report 
That  very  frankly  he  confeiVd  his  treafoas, 
Implor'd  your  Highnefs'  pardon,  and  fet  fortn 
A  deep  repentwicej  nothing  in  his  life 
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5ccame  him  like  the  leaving  it.     He  dy'd, 
ds  one  that  had  been  ffudied  in  his  death, 
To  throw  away  the  deareft  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.  There's  no  art, 
To  find  the  mind's  conftru&ion  in  the  face  : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abs'lute  truft. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo,  RoiTe,  and  Angus. 

0  my  moft  worthy  coufin ! 

The  fin  of  my  ingratitude  ev'n  now 

Was  heavy  on  me.     Thou'rt  fo  far  before, 

That  fwitteft  wing  of  recompence  is  flow. 

To  overtake  thee.     Would  thou'dft  lefs  deferv'd, 

That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 

Might  have  been  mine  :  only  I've  left  to  fay, 

More  is  thy  due,  even  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  itfelf.     Your  Highnefs'  part, 
Is  to  receive  our  duties  j  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  ftate,  children  and  fervants^ 
Which  do  but  what  they  fnould,  by  doing  every  thing 
Shap'd  tow'rd  your  love  and  honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither : 

1  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 

To  make  thee  full  of  growing.     Noble  Banque> 
Thou  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd,  and  muft  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo :  let  me  enfold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow, 
The  harveft  is  your  own. 

King.  My  plenteous  joys 
Wanton  in  fuinefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  forrow.     Sons,  kinfmen,  and  Tbatier, 
And  you  wh6fe  places  are  the  neareft,  know 
We  will  erhblifn  our  eftate  upon 
Our  eldeft  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  o(  Cumberland:  which  honour  muft 
Not  unaccoqapanied,  invert  him  only, 
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But  figns  of  noblenefs  like  ftars  /hall  mine  u 

On  all  defervers.— Hence  to  Invernefs,        [To  Macbatb*     \. 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  5 
I'll  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  jojful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach, 
So  humbly  take  my  leavfc. 

fang.  My  worthy  Cawdor  I 

Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland! ---that  is  a  ftfep, 
On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  eife  o'er- leap,       [AJide, 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars,  hide  your  fires. 
Let  no  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires  j 
The  eye  wink  at  the  b^nd ;  yet  let  that  be 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee  !       [Exit, 

King.  True,  worthy  Banquo  j  he  his  full  of  valour, 
And  ia.  his  commendations  I  am  fed  j 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let  us  after  him 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome : 
It  is  a  peerlefs  kinfman.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VII. 

An  Apartment  in  Macbeth'*  tafile  at  Invernefs. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  alone,  with  a  letter. 

Lady.  They  met  me  in  the  day  of  fuccef  ;  and  I  have 
learn  d  by  the  perfeilejl  report  they  have  more  in  them  than 
mortal  knowledge.  When  I  burnt  in  dejire  to  quejiion  them, 
further,  they  made  them/elves  air,  into  which  they  vanifh'd* 
While  I  flood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  fitojjvves  from. 
the  King,  ivho  all  hail' 'd  me  Thane  of  Cawdor,  by  which 
title  before  thefe  weird fijiers  fa/uted  me,  and  referred  me  to 
the  coming  on  of  time,  with  hail,  King  that  malt  be  !  This 
have  I  thought  good  to  deliver  thee  (my  dcanfi..  partner  of 
greatnefs)  that  thou  tnight'Ji  not  lofe  the  dues  oft.  rejoicing  by 
being  ignorant  of  what  great nefi  is  promised  thee"J.  Lay  it  it 
thy  hedrt,  and  farewel. 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor-— and  (halt  be 
What  thou  art  promis'd.     Yet  I  fear  thy  nature;" 
It  is  too  full  o'  th'  milk  of  human  kindnefs, 
To  catch  the  neareft  way.     Thou  wouldft  be  great,  . 
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Art  not  without  ambition,  but  without 
The  illnefs  ihould  attend  it.    What  thou  wouldft  highly, 
That  \souldft  thou  holily;  wouldft  not  play  falfe, 
And  yet  wouldft  wrongly  win.  Thou'dft  have,  greatG7d»j/j, 
That  which  cries,  This  tk:u  mujl  do  iftbcu  have  itj 
And  that's  what  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do, 
Than  wifheft  ihould  be  undone.     Kie  thee  hither, 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thine  ear, 
And  chaftil'e  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedts  thee  from  the  golden  round, 
Which  fate  and  metaphyfic  aid  doth  feem 
To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. 

Enter  McJJ'cnger. 

What  is  your  tidings  ? 

Mef.  The  King  comes  here  to-night. 
Lady.  Thou  art  mad  to  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  matter  with  him  ?  who,  wer't  fo, 
Would  have  informM  for  preparation. 

Mej.  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true:   our  Thane  is  coming. 
One  cj"  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  j 
Who  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  meflTage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending, 
He  brings  great  news.     The  raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe, 

[Exit  Mcjfenger. 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,  all  you  fpirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here, 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  th'  toe,  top-full 
Of  direft  cruelty;   make  thick  my  blood, 
Stop  up  th'  accefs  and  paflTage  to  remorfe, 
That  no  compunctious  vifitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 
Th'  effect  and  it!  Come  to  my  woman's  breafts., 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murd'ring  miniftcrs! 
Where-ever  in  your  fightlefs  fubftances 
You  wait  on  nature's  mifchief.     Come,  thick  night  ! 
And  pall  thee  in  the   dunneft  fmoke  of  hell, 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes, 
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Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark 
To  cry,  Hold,  bold! 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Glatnis !  worthy  Caivdor !  [Embracing  bim. 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  ! 
Thy  letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ign'rant  prefent  time,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inftant. 

Macb-  Deareft  love, 
Duncan  comes  here  to-night^ 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Macb.  To-morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 

Lady.  Oh!  never 
Shall  fun  that  morrow  fee. 
Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters*  to  beguile  the  time 
Look  like  the  time,  bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  ;  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  ferpent  under't.     He  that's  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for;  and  you  fhall  put 
This  night's  great  bufinefs  into  my  difpatch, 
Which  mall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fovereign  fway  and  mafterdom, 

Macb.  We  will  fpeak  further. 

Lady.  Only  look  up  clear  : 
To  alter  favour,  ever,  is  to  fear. 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VIII. 

The  Cafile  Gate.     Hautboy:  and  Torches, 

Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Banquo,  Lenox, 
Macduff,   Rofle,  Angus,  and  Attendants. 

King.  This  caftle  hath  a  pleafant  feat;  the  air. 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unto  our  gentle  fenfes. 

Ban.  This  gueft  of  fummer, 
The  temple-haunting  uiartiet,  does  approve 
By  his  lov'd  mafonry,  that  heaven's  breath 
Smells  fweet  and  wooingly  here,     Nox  jut  tine  fr'e?e, 

BuUrke, 
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j^uttrice,   nor  coigne  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
J  Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procreant  cradle  i 
I  Where  they  mod  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obferv'd 
I  The  air  is  delicate. 

En:ef  Lady  Macbeth. 

King.  See!  our  honour'd  hoftefs  ! 
1  The  love  that  follows  us,  fomerimes  is  our  trouble, 
J  Which  /till  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you, 
How  you  mall  bid  Godild  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  fervice 
Jn  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  finale  bufinefs  to  contend 
I  Againft  thofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  Majefty  loads  our  houfe.     For  thofe  of  old, 
And  the  late  dignities  heaped  up  to  them, 
We  reft  your  hermits. 

King.   Where's  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  ? 
We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpoftf 
To  be  his  purveyor  :  but  he  rides  well, 
And  his  great  love,  /harp  as  his  fpur,  hath  holp  hijr» 
To's  home  before  us:  fair  and  noble  hoftefs, 
We  are  your  gueft  to-night. 

Lady.   Your  fervants  ever 
Have  theirs,  themfelves,  ana  what  is  theirs,  in  cornpt, 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  Highnefs1  pleasure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand  ; 
Cc  idjtt  me  to  mine  heft,  we  love  him  highly, 
Ana  ih:d!  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 

our  leave,  hoftefs.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    IX. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Cajile.     Hautboys,  "Torches. 

Enttr  divers  Servants  nv'itb  dijhes  and  fervice  over  the  Stage* 
Then  Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done }  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly:  if  th'  allaflination 
Could  trams!  up  the  confequence,  and  citch 

With 
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With  its  furceafe,  fuccefs ;  that  but  this  blew 
Might  be  the  Be-all  and  the  End-all  here, 
Here  only,  on  this  bank  and  fhoal  of  time  j 
We'd  jump  the  life  to  come.     But  in  thefe  cafes 
We  ftiil  have  judgment  here  ;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftrudions,  which  being  taught  return 
To  plague  th'  inventor:  even-handed  Juftice 
Returns  th'  ingredients  of  our  poilbn'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  truft  : 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  kinfman  and  his  iubjeel, 
Strong  both  againft  the  deed:  then,  as  his  hoft, 
Who  mould  againft  his  murd'rer  flint  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.     Befides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels  trumpet-tongu'd  againft 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off: 
And  Pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe 
Striding  the  blaft,  or  heavV«  cherubin  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightlefs  courfers  of  the  air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  ev'ry  eye, 
That  tears  mall  drown  the  wind. — I  have  no  fpur 
To  prick  the  (ides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  Ambition,  which  o'er-leaps  itfelf, 
And  falls  on  th'  other  fide. 

SCENE     X. 

Enter    Lady    Macbeth. 

How  now?  what  news?  [chamber! 

Lady.  He  hath  almoft  fupp'dj  why  have  you  left  th* 

Macb.  Hath  he  afk'd  for  me  ? 

Lady.  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufmefs. 
He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 
Which  mould  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofs, 
Not  caft  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady,  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
Wherein  you  dreft  yourfelf  ?  hath  it  flept  unce  ? 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
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At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  from  this  time, 
Such  1  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  z€t  and  valour, 
As  thou  art  in  defire?  wouldft  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  efk-em'ft  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  eftcem  ? 
Letting  I  dare  not  wait  upon  I  iv:uld, 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'th'  adage.* 

Macb.  Pr'ythce,  peace : 
I  dare  do  ail  thut  may  become  a  man; 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady.  What  bcait  was't  then, 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprise  to  me  ? 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a   man  ; 
And  to  be  more  than  whaf  you  were  you  would 
Be  (o  much  more  than  man.     Nor  time,  nor  plac* 
Did  then  co-here,  and  yet  you  would  mahe  both  : 
They've  made  themfelve?,  and  that  tUeir  fitnefs  now 
[  Does  unmake  you.     I  have  giv'n  luck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me, 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face 
Have  pluck:  my  nipple  from  his  boneiefs  gums^ 
And  dafht  the  brains  out,  had  1  but  io  fwoii* 
As  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  fhould  fail?- 

Lady.  We  fail! 
But  fcrew  your  courage  to  the  flicking  place. 
Ani  we'll  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  aflcep, 
(Whereto  the  rather  {hall  this  day's   hard  ]oinn?y 
1  Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  chamber! aiqs 
'feWill  I  with  wine  and  wafTel  fo  convince, 
That  memory  (the  warder  of  the  brain) 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  liu-  receipt  of  reafon 
A  limbeck  only:  wfcen  in  fwini'h  fleep 
Th.-ir  drenched  natures  lie  as  in  a  dea::>, 
What  cannoc  you  and  I  perform  u 

*  The  preverb  here  meavt  is  this,    The   c-t   it  ■ 
bnt  dares  not  wet  h*:r  feet* 

Th'' 
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Th*  unguarded  Duncan?  what  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  officers,  who  fhall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell. 

Macb.  Bring  forth  men-children  only! 
For  thy  undaunted  metal  fhould  compofe 
Nothing  but  males.     Will  it  not  be  received, 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  lleepy  tw» 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers, 
That  they  have  done't  ? 

Lady.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 
As  we  /hall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar, 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Macb.   I'm  fettled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corp'ral  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  fhow : 
Falfe  face  tnuft  hide  what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know. 

\Exiunt 

A  C  T    II.      SCENE    I, 

A  Hall  in  Macbeth'*   Caflle. 

Enter  Banquo,  and  Fleance  with  a  torch  before  him. 
Ban.  TT O  W  goes  the  night,  boy  ?  [clock. 

JEjL  Fie.  The  moon  is  down:   I  have  not  heard  the 

Ban.  And  ihe  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie.  I  take't,  'tis  later,  Sir. 

£tf».Hold,  take  my  fword.  There's  hu&cindry  in  heav'n* 

Their  candles  are  all  out. -Take  thee  that  too. 

A  heavy  fummons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  fleep :  Merciful  pow'rs  ! 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repofe, 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  lultb  a  torch. 
Give  me  my  fword  : 
Who's  there  ? 
Macb.  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft?  the  King's  a-bed. 
He  hath  to-night  been  in  unufual  pleafuie, 
A/id  fent  great  largeis  ;o  your  officers , 

Thr 
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This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal, 

By  th'  name  of  moft  kind  hoftefs,  a.nd's  fhut  up 

Jn  mcjfurelefs  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd, 
Our  will  became  the  fervant  to  defect, 
Wbirh  clfe  ihould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All's  very  well. 
I  drt-nmt  laft  night  of  the  three  weird  filters  : 
To  you  they've  fhew'd  fome  truth. 

Macb.  I  think  not  of  them  j 
Yet  when  we  can  intreat  an  hour  to  ferve, 
Would  fpend  it  in  fome  words  upon  that  bufinefs, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 
Ban.   At  vour  kind  leifure.    , 
Macb.  If  you  mall  cleave  to  my  confent,  when  'tis, 
It  lhall  make  honour  for  you. 

Can.  So  I  lbfe  none 
In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 
My  bofom  franchis'd  and  allegiance  clear, 
1  mall  bs  counfellM. 

Macb.  Good  repolc  the  while  1 

tan.  Thanks,  Sir ;  the  like  to  you.  [Exe.  Ban.  *w</Fle* 

SCENE     II. 

Macb.  Go,   bid  thy  miftrcls,  when  my  drink  is  ready,. 

She  fttike  upon  the  bell.    Gat  thee  to  bed.  {Exit  Servant*. 

Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  fee  before  me, 

The  handle  tow'rd  my  hand  ?  come  let  me  clutch  thee—- 

I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftill. 

Art  thou  not,  fatal  vifion,  ienfible 

To  feeling,  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 

A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  falle  creation 

Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppreffed  brain  ?. 

I  fee  the;  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 

As  this  which  now  1  draw 

Thou  marftial'ft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going, 

And  foch  an  instrument  I  was  to  ufe. 

M.ne  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'th'  other  fe  ;les, 

Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft— I  fee  thee  ftill, 

And  on  thy  blade  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood, 
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Which  was  not  fo  before.— -There's  no  fuch  thing-ri 
Ft  is  the  bloody  bufinefs  which  informs 
This  to  mine  eyes-— Now  o'er  one  half  the  world 
Nature  fcems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
The  curtain'd  fleep  j  now  Witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  HecatSs  offerings  :  and  wither'd  Murder, 
(  Alarum'd  by  his  centinel,  the  wolf, 
Whofe  howl's  his  watch)  thus  with  his  Wealthy  pace. 
With  Tarqulns  ravifhing  ftrides,  tow'rds  his  defign 
Moves  like  a  ghoft— -  Thou  found  and  firm-fet  earth, 
Hear  not  my  flcp?,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  ftones  prate  of  that  we're  about, 
Aid  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it-  —  Whilft  I  threat,  he  lives — * 

[yf  bell  rings, 
I  go,  and  it  i?  done  ;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan,  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  fummens  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell.  [Exit* 

SCENE       III. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady.  Thai  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  ma^e 
me  bold  :  f peace ! 

What  hath  quench'd  them,  hath  giv'n  me  fire.     Hark! 
It  was  the  owl  that  fhriek'd,  the  fatal  bell- man, 
Which  gives  the  flern'ft  good-night— he  is  about  it— 
The  doors  are  open  ;   and  the  forfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnoreg.  l'vedrugg'dtheh  poffets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  iive  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there  ?  what  ho  !  -- 

Lady.  Alack  !  J  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 

Ar.d 


* he  lives, 

Words  ro  the  he:t  of  deeds  tco  cold  breath  gftrss, 
I  go?  &Ct 
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And  'tis  not  done  ;   th'  atnmpr,  and  not  the  deed 
Confounds  us---hark  !-— I  laid  their  daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  'em.— Had  he  not  relembled 
My  father  as  he  flept,   I  had  done't-  — My  hu/band  ! 

Macb.  I've  done  the  deed — didft  not  thou  hear  a  noife  ? 

Lads.  I  heard  the  owl  fcream  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Macb.  When? 

Lady.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  defcended  ? 

Lad^.   Ay. 

Macb,  Hark  !---who  lies  i'th'  fecond  chamber  ? 

Lady.   Dcns.Ibalr.. 

Macb.  This  \z  a  lorry  fight.  [Looks  on  bis  bands* 

Lady.   A  fooliih  thought,   to  fay  a  lorry  fight. 

Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep,  and  one  cry'd, 
Murder  ! 
They  wak'd  each  other  j  and  I  flood  and  heard  them  j 
But  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addreft  them 
Again  to  fleep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

Macb.   One  cry'd,  God  biejs  us  !  and  Amen  the  other, 
As  they  had  fecn  me  with  thefe  hangman's  hands. 
Lift'ning  their  fear,   I  could  not  fny  Amen, 
When  they  did  fay,  God  blcfs  us ! 

Lady.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  Amen  I 
1  had  moft  need  of  biening,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady.  Thefe  deeds  mud  not  be  thor-ght  on 
After  thefe  ways  ;  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Mcthought  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  Sleep  no  more  i 
Macbeth  dab  murder  (Jeep  ;  the  innocent  Jteep^  * 
The  death  of  each  Jcys  i;fe,  fore  labour's  bath, 

Balm 


* innocent  fleep, 

Sl^ep  that  knits  up  the  ravcll'd  flcevc  of  care, 
The  d?aKh  of,  &c, 

Vai.VUK.  I 
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Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nalurfs  feeottd  ccurfe, 
Chief  r.curlfbcr  in  lifcsfcafi. 

Ladx.  What  do  you  mean  ?  • 

Afoi.  Still  it  cr'y'd,  S/«f  »*  w^,  to  all  the  houfe  ; 
Glamis  hath  murder  d  Jkep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  (leep  no  more  >  Macteth  frail flee?  no  mare  / 

Lfli.  Who  was  it  that  thus  cry'd  ?  why,  worthy 72*0*, 
You  do  unbcud-your  noble  ftrength,  to  tnink 
So  brain-fickly  of  things  ;  go,  get  fome water, 
And  wafli  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand. 
Why  did  vou  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  muft  lie  there.     Co,  carry  them,  and  imcar 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Maco,  I'll  go  no  more  ! 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  dene  ^ 
Look  on't  again  I  dare  not. 

Lady.  Infirm  of  purpofe  ! 
Give  me  the  daggers  :   the  fiecping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pictures  ;   'tis  the  eye  of  child-hooa, 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal, 
For  it  muft  feem  their  gaiit.  [Exit. 

Knock  iv'ith'in. 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking?  [Starting. 

How  is't  with  me.,  when  every  noife  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?  hah  !  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes. 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  warn  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?  no,  this  my  hand  will  rather  * 
Make  the  green  ocean  red— 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour  $  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.     I  hear  a  knocking    [Knock. 

At 


*■  .   -  will  rather 

Thy  multitudinous  fea  incarnadine, 

Making  the-  green  one  red. 

Enter  "Lady  Macbeth,  &V. 
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At  the  fouth  entry.     Retire  wc  to  our  chamber  } 

A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 

How  eafy  is  it  then  ?  your  conftancy 

Hath  leftyou unattended — hark,  more  knocking  '.[Knock. 

Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occafion  call  us, 

And  fhew  us  to  be  watchers  j   be  not  loft 

So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Much.  T'unknow  my  deed ,  'twere  beft  not  know  myfelf. 
Wake  Duncan  with  this  knocking:  would  thou  couldft  ! 

[Exeunt.  * 
SCENE 


# would  thou  couldft  !  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     IV.     Enter  a  Porter. 

[Knocking  iv'ithin* 

Port.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed  :  if  a  man  were  porter 
of  hell-gate,  he  mould  have  old  turning  the  key. 
[Knock.]  Knock,  knock,  knock.  Who's  there,  Pth' 
name  of  BeUebubf  here's  a  farmer,  that  hang'd  hirr- 
felf  in  th'  expectation  of  plenty  :  come  in  time,  have 
nankins  enough  about  you,  here  you'll  fweat  foi't. 
[Knock.]  Knock,  knock.  Whofe  there  in  th'  other 
devil's  name  ?  'faith,  here's  an  equivocator,  that  could 
fwear  in  both  the  fcales  againft  either  fcale,  whs  com- 
mitted trcafon  enough  for  God's  fake,  yet  could  not  equi- 
vocate to  heav'n  :  oh  come  in  equivocator.  [Knock.] 
Knock,  knock,  knock.  Who's  there  ?  'faith,  here's 
an  EngHJh  taylor  come  hither  for  ftealingout  of  a  French 
hofe  :  come  in,  taylor,  here  you  may  roaft  your  goofe. 
[Knock]  Knock,  knock.  Never  at' quiet!  what  are 
you  ?  but  this  place  is  too  cold  for  hell.  I'll  devil  por- 
ter it  no  further  :  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  fome  of 
all  profelfions,  that  go  the  primrofe  way  to  th'  ever- 
lading  bonfire.  [Knock.]  Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you  re- 
member the  porter. 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lenox. 

Macd.   Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed,    • 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late  ? 

I   2  Port. 
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SCENE      IV. 
Enter  Macduff*,  Lenox  and  Porter* 

Macd.  Is  thy  matter  ftiiring  ? 
•——Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  j  here  he  comes. 
hen.  Good-rnonow,  noble  Sir. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Good -morrow  both. 

Macd.  Is  the  King  ftirnng,  worthy  Thane  ? 

Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him  j 
I've  almoft  fiipt  the  hour. 

Macb.  I'll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  yoa  : 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb,  The  labour  we  delight  in  *  phyfick's  pain  } 


This 


Port.  'Faith,  Sir,  we  were  caroufing  'till  the  fecond 
cock : 
And  drink,.  Sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Mac.  What  three  things  doth  drink  efpecially  provoke  ? 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  nofe  painting;  fleep,  and  urine. 
Letchery,  Sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes ;  it  provokes 
the  defti-e,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance.  There- 
fore much  drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  equivocator  with 
letchery  \  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him  ;  it  fets  him  on, 
and  it  takes  him  oft*  j  it  perfuades  him,  and  difheartens 
him  ;  makes  him  ftand  to,  and  not  ftand  to  ;  in  conclu« 
fion,  equivocates  him  into  a  fleep,  and  giving  him  the 
lye,  leaves  him. 

Macd.  I  believe  drink  gave  thee  the  lye  laft  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,  i'th'  very  throat  on  me,  but 
I  requited  him  for  his  lye,  and  I  think,  being  too  ftrong 
for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  ibmetime,  yet  I 
made  a  ihift  to  caft  him. 

S  C  E  N  E,  &c. 

*  Heals  er  -cures  fan. 
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This  Is  the  door. 

Macd.  I'll  make  fo  bold  to  call, 
For  'tis  my  limited  fervice.  [Exit  Macduff, 

Len.  Goes  the  King  hence  to-day  ? 

Macb.  He  did  appoint  fo. 

Lett.  The  night  has  been  unruly  ;  where  we  lay 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down  :  and,  as  they  fay, 
Lamentings  heard  i'th'  air,  ftrange  fcreams  of  death, 
And  prophefyine  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combuftions,  and  confus'd  events, 
New  hatch'd  to  th'  woful  time  :  the  obfeure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  live-long  night.     Some  fay  the  earth 
Was  fev'rous,  and  did  make. 

Macb.   'Twas  a  rough  night, 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Mac  J.  O  horror  !  horror  !   horror  ! 
Or  tongue  or  heart  cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee— — 
Mac  and  Len.   What's  the  matter  ? 
Macd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  mafter-piece, 
Moll  facrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  ftole  thence 
The  life  o'th'  building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  life  ?     ■   « 

Lcn.   Mean  you  his  Majefty  ? 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  deftroy  your  Tight 
With  a  new  Gorgon.     Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  ; 
See,  and  then  fpeak  yourfelves  :  awake  !  awake  !-— 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox* 

Ring  the  alarum-bell— murder  !  and  treafoh  ! 

B.i/iquo,  and  Donalbain  !  Ma/comb  !  awake  ! 
Shake  off  this  downy  deep,  death's  counterfeit,  * 

And  look  on  death  itfelf up,  up,  and  fee 

The  great  doom's  image!  Mahotnh  '  Donalbain f 
As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights, 
To  countenance  this  horror.— r—    . 

T  3  SCENE 
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SCENE    V. 
BeP.rir.gs.     Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady.  What's  the  bufinefs, 
That  f'uch  an  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  fleepers  of  the  houfe  ?  fpcak. 
.  Macd.  Gentle  Lady, 
*Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  lpeak, 
The  repetition  In  a  woman's  ear 
Would  murder  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banquo, 
O  Banquo,  Banquo, 
Our  royal  matter's  murder'd. 
Lady.  Woe,  alas  ! 

What,  in  our  houfe  ? 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  any  where. 
Macduf,  I  pr'ythee  contradict  thyiclf, 
.And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  and  Rofle. 

Macb.^  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
I  had  liv*d  a  blefied  rime:  for  from  this  inftant, 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  morralitv  : 
All  is  but  toys ;  renown  and  grace  are  dead  j 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lee: 
Are  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcomb,  and  DcnalbaJn, 

Don.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know  *t  j 
The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  ftopt ;  the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftopt. 

Macd.   Your  royal  father's  murder'd. 

Mai.  Oh,  by  whom  ? 

Lcn.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  done't  • 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  ail  badg'd  with  blood, 
So  were  their  daggers,  which  unwip'd  we  found  ' 
Upon  their  pillows ;  they  ftar'd,  and  were  diffracted  : 
As  no  man's  life  was  to  be  tru/bd  with  them. 

Macb,  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 

That 
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That  1  aid  kill  them — > — 

/.   Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

M<xb.  Who  can  be  wife  ama~'d,  temp'rate  and  furious, 
Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment  ?  no  man. 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Out-run  the  paufer,  Reafon.     Here  lay  Duncan 
His  filver  fkin  lac'd  with  his  goary  blood, 
And  his  gafh'd  ftabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature, 
For  ruin's  wafteful  entrance  ?  there  the  murderers, 
Stcep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Unmannerly  brccch'd  with  gore  :  who  could  refrain, 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage,  to  make's  love  known  ? 

Lady.  Help  me  hence,  ho  ! —  [Seeming  tt  feint, 

Macd.  Look  to  the  Lady. 

Mai.  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 
That  mod  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  \ 

Don.  What  mould  be  fpoken  here, 
Where  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augre-hole, 
May  rum,  and  fcize  us  ?  Let's  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mai.  Nor  our  (hong  forrow  oa 
The  foot  of  motion. 

Ban.  Look  there  to  the  Lady  : 

[Lady  Macbeth  is  carried  rut, 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 
That  fufter  in  expofure  ;  let  us  meet, 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  piece  of  work, 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  fcruples  make  us : 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  (land,  and  thence, 
Ajainft  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treas'nous  malice. 

M.icb.  So  do  I. 

AH.  So  all. 

Math.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'th'  lull  together. 

yJll.  Well  contented.      [Exeunt  all  but  Mai.  and  Don. 

Mai,  What  will  you  do  ?  let's  not  confort  with  them ; 
To  (hew  an  unfelt  forrow,  is  an  office 
Which  the  falfe  man  does  eafy.     I'll  to  England, 

Don* 
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Don.  To  Ireland,  I }  our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer ;  where  we  are, 
There's  daggers  in  men's  fmilcs  ;  the  near  in  blood, 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mai  This  murd'rous  {haft  that  s  fhot, 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  ;  and  our  fafeft  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore  to  horfe, 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  fhift  away  ;  there's  warrant  in  that  theft, 
Which  fteals  nfelf  when  there's  no  mercy  left.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI.     Without  the  Cafrle. 
Enter  Roffe,  ivith  an  old  Man. 
Old  Man.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well, 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I've  feen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  j  but  this  fore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

R,,ffe.  Ah,  good  father,  j 

Thou  feeft  the  heav'ns,  as  troubled  with  man  s  acl, 
Threaten  his  bloody  ftage  :  by  th'  clock  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamp  : 
Is't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  mame, 
That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb, 
When  living  light  mould  kifs  it  ? 

Old  Man.  'Tis  unnatural, 
Even  like  the  deed  that's  done.     On  Tuefday  lalt, 
A  faulcon  tow'ring  in  her  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  moufing  owl  hawkt  at,  and  kill'd.      [certain  . 
Roffe.  And  Duncans  horfei,  (a  thing  moft  ftrange  an  I 
Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainft  obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  war  with  man. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  faid,  they  eat  each  other. 
Roffe.  They  did  fo  j  to  th'  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
That  look'd  upon't. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Here  comes  the  good  Macduff. 
How  goes  the  world,  Sir,  now  ? 
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\l*fA    Whv,  fee  you  not '  ,     i  » 

ZT'ls\  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed  ? 

Macd.  Thofc  that  Macbeth  hath  flam. 

Rffe.   Alas  the  day  I 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Mjcd.  They  were  iuborn'd  j 
Malcomb,  and  Donalbaiv.,  the  King  s  two  fons, 
Are  Irol'n  away  and  fled,  which  puts  upon  then* 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

Ruffe.  'Gainft  nature  ftill  J 
Thriftlefs  ambition,  that  will  ravin  up 
Its  own  life's  means.     Why  then  it  is  moil  like 
The  fovereisnty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  tcone. 
To  be  inverted. 

Roffe.  Where  is  Duncans  body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  *  Colmk'il, 
The  facred  ftore-houfe  of  his  predecefiors, 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 
Roffe.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Macd,  No,  coufin,  I'll  to  Fife. 
Rofjl.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  Well !  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there !  adieu, 
Left  our  old  robes  fit  eafier  than  our  new. 

Roffe.  Farewel,  father.  ,    ( 

Old  Man.  God's  benifon  go  with  you,  and  with  thofc 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friendSof  foes.  [Exeunt. 

ACT     III.      S    C    E    N    E    I. 

A  Royal  Apartment* 
Enter  Banquo. 
Ban.  rp  H  O  U  haft  it  now  ;  King,  Cawdor,  Clamis,  all 

1     The  weird  women  promis'd  j  and  I  fear 
Thou  plaid'ft  moft  foully  for't :  yet  it  was  faid 
It  fnuuld  not  ftand  in  thy  pofterity, 
But  that  myfelf  mould  be  the  root,  and  father 

*  ColmkU  h  one  of  the  wejlern  IJles  of  Scotland,  other- 
nife  .a!rd  Jona.  q- 
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Of  many  Kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them,    * 

As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  fpeeches  mine, 

Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 

Mav  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well, 

Ai:d  let  ne  up  in  hope  ?  but  hum,  no  more. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Mac  beth  as  King,  Lady  Macbe  th 
Lenox,  Roffe,  Lords  and  Attendants. 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  gueft. 

Lady.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feaft, 
And  all  things  unbecoming 

Macb.  To-night  we  hold  a  folemn  fupper,  Sir, 
And  1*11  requeft  your  prefence. 

Ban.   Lay  your  Highn.  <V 
Command  upon  me,  10  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  moft  indiflbluble  tye 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  We  mould  have  elfe  defir'd 
Your  good  advice  (which  {till  hath  been  both  grave 
And  profperous)  in  this  day's  council  j  but 
We'll  take  to-morrow.     Is  it  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.   As  far,   my  Lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  fupper.     Go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  feaft. 

Ban.  My  Lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  coufins  are  beftow'i 
In  England^  and  in  Ireland,  not  confefiing 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention  ;   but  of  that  to-morrow  ; 
When  therewithal  we  fliall  have  caufe  of  ftate, 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  to  horfe  :  adieu, 
'Till  you  return  at  night.     Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

B'W.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  $  our  time  does  call  upon  us. 

Macb.  I  wifti  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fure  of  foot  : 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 

Fare* 


The  Tragedy  df  Macbeth.  107 

p«ewd.  [Exlt  Banquo. 

.-t  every  man  be  mafter  of  his  time 
i':ll  (even  at  night  j  to  make  fociety 
rhe  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourfelf 
Till  iupper-time  alone  :   'till  then,  God  be  with  you  ? 
[Exeunt  Lady  Macbeth,  and  Lords. 
SCENE     II. 
Mantnt  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant. 
irrah,  a  word  with  you  :  attend  tho/e  men 
)ur  pleafure  ? 
Ser.  They  are,  my  Lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 
Mae.  Bring  them  before  us---To  be  thus,  is  nothing  j 

[Exit  Servant* 
ut  to  be  lately  thus  :  our  fears  in  Batiquo 
tick  deep,  and  in  his  royalty  of  natme 
cigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd.     'Tis  much  he  dares, 
nd  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  mind 
e  hath  a  wifdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
0  act  in  fafety.     There  is  none  but  he, 
fhofe  being  I  do  fear  :  and  under  him 
fy  genius  is  rebuk'd  ,•  as  it  is  faid 
ntony\  was  by  Ca>jar\.      He  chid  the  fitters, 
;hen  firft  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me, 
nd  bade  them  fpeak  to  him  ;  then  prophet-like, 
hey  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  King*. 
pon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  crown, 
nd  put  a  barren  fcepter  in  my  gripe, 
hence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand, 
a  fon  of  mine  fucceeding.     If  'tis  fo, 
>r  Banjuo'z  iffue  have  I  'fil'd  my  mind  : 
»r  them,  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder' d  } 
it  rancours  in  the  veflel  of  my  peace 
lly  for  them  j  and  mine  eternal  jewel 
v'n  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 
j  make  them  Kings ;  the  feed  of  Batujuo  Kings  : 
ither  than  fo,  come  fate  into  the  lift, 
*d  champion  me  to  th'  utterance  ! — who's  there  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant,  and  two  Murderers, 

Go  to  the  door,  and  ftay  there  'till  we  call.  [Exit  Serv at\ 
Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 

Mar.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now 
You  have  confider'd  of  my  fpeeches  ?  know 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  paft,  which  held  you 
So  under  fortune,  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf  ;  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  laft  tonf  'rence,  paft  in  probation  with  you  : 
How  you  were  born  in  hand,  how  croft  j  the  inftrumen 
Who  wrought  with  them  :  and  all  things  elfc  that  migr. 
To  half  a  foul,  and  to  a  notion  craz'd, 
Say,  Thus  did  Banquo. 

I  Mur.  True,  you  made  it  known. 

Macb.  I  did  fo  ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?  are  you  fo  gofpell'd, 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  iflue, 
Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave, 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

i  Mur.  We  are  men,  my  Liege. 

Macb,  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 
As  hounds,  and  grey-hounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  cc 
Showghes,  water-rugs,  and  demy-wolves  are  clcp'd 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs  ;  the  valued  file. 
Diftinguifces  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 
The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter,  every  on? 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  clcs'd  j  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike  :  and  fo  of  men, 
Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 
And  not  in  the  worft  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it  j 
And  I  will  put  the  bufmefs  in  your  bofoms, 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  health  but  fickly  in  frisiifea 
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Which  in  his  de.\th  were  perfect. 

2  Mur.   1  am  one, 
Whom  the  vile  Llovvs  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  fo  inctns'd,  that  1  am  recklcfs  what 
[  do,  to  fpite  the  world. 

I  Mur.  And  I  another, 
So  weary  with  difafters,  tugg'd  with  fortune, 
Tha:  I  would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance, 
To  mend  it  or  be  rid  on't. 

Macb.   Both  of  you 
Cnow  Bar.quo  was  your  enemy. 

Mur.  True,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine:  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftance 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrufts 
Igainft  my  near'ft  of  life  j  and  thougn  I  could 
iVith  bare-fae'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  iight, 
\nd  bid  my  will  avouch  it;  yet  I  muft  not, 
'or  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
•Vhofe  loves  1   may  not  drop  \  but  wail  his  fall 
Vhom  I  myfelf  ftruck  down  :  and  thence  it  is, 
"hat  I  to  your  affiftance  do  make  love, 
talking  the  bulinefs  from  the  common  eve 
or  lundry  weighty  reafons. 

2  Mur.  We  ihal!,  my  Lord, 
'ertorm  what  you  command  us. 

J  Mur.  Though  our  lives —  fmoft 

Macb.  Your  fpirits  mine  through  you.  In  this  hour  at 

will  advif;  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves, 
tcquaint  you  with  the  perfect  fpy  o'  the  time, 
"he  moment  on't,  for't  muft  be  done  to-night, 
ind  fomething  from  the  palace:  (always  thought 
"hat  I  require  a  clearnefsj  and  with  h;m, 
To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work) 
'iear.zd  his  Ton  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me, 
'han  is  his  father's)  muft  embrace  the  fate 
if  that  oark  hour.     Refoive  yourfelves  a-part, 
'11  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur.  We  are  refolv'd. 

Macb.  I'll  call  upon  yoj  ftraUht;  abide  within. 

Vol.  VIII.  K  j$ 
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It  is  concluded ;  Banquo%  thy  foul's  flight, 

If  it  find  heav'n,  muft  find  it  out  to-night.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  Sei  vant. 

Lady.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  Court  ? 

Ser.  Ay,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to-night. 

Lady.  Say  to  the  King,  I  would  attend  his  teifure, 
For  a  few  words. 

Ser.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Lady.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content: 
*Tis  better  to  be  that  which  we  deihoy, 
Than  by  deftru<3ion  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Of  forrieft  fancies  your  companions  making-? 
Ufing  thofe  thoughts,  which  ihould  indeed  have  dyd 
With  them  they  think  on  ?  things  without  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard  ;  what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  fcotch'd  the  fnake,  not  kill'd  it, 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  herfelf;  whilft  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  cf  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  both  worlds  disjoint,  and  all  things  fuffer, 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and.  ficep 
In  the  affliction  of  thefe  terrible  dreams, 
That  fhake  us  nightly.     Better  be  with,  the  dead, 
(Whom  we,  to  gain  cur  place,  have  fent  to  p^ace,) 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 

Jn  reftlefs  ecftaf/. Duncan  is  in  his  grave j 

After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  fleeps  well ; 
Trcafon  has  done  his  worft  ;  nor  fteel  nor  poifcn, 
Malice  domcftick,  foreign  levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further. 

Lady.  Come  on  ; 
Gentle,  my  Lord,  fleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks, 
Be  bright  and  jovial  'mong  jour  guefts  to-night. 

Macb.  So  mail  I,  love  ;  and  £b  I  pray  be  you $ 
Let  your  remcrabtance  ftill  apply  to  Banauo, 

Prefert 
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?refent  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue; 
Jnfafe  the  while,  that  wc  muft  lave  our  honours 
In  thefe  lb  flatt'ring  ftrenms,  and  make  our  faces 
Vizards  to  our  hearts,  difguifing  what  they  are. 

Lady.  You  mud  leave  this. 

Macb.  Oh!  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife. 
Thou  know'ir  that  Bar.quo  and  his  Fleance  live. 

Lady,  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eternal, 

Macb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  afThilable  j 
Then  be  thou  jocund.     Ere  the  bat  ha^h  flown 
His  cloyfter'd  flight,  ere  to  black  Ilccafs  fummons 
The  fliard-born  beetle   with  his  drowfy  hums 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  {hall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck, 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed  :  come,  feeling  night, 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day, 
*nd  with  thy  bloody'and  invifible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond, 
Which  keeps  me  pale !  Light  thickens,  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  th'  rooky  wook : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze, 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rowze. 
Thou  marvell'fr.  at  my  words;  but  hold  thee  {till; 
Things  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill: 
5o  pr'ythee  go  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV. 
A  Park,  tbeCaftleat  a  dijianct. 
Enter  three  Murderers, 
x  Mur.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 
3  Mur.  Macbeth. 
r  Mur.  He  needs  not  our  miftruft,  fince  he  delivers 

~         ~  [Speaking  to  tbejirji, 

Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do, 
To  the  direction  juft. 

r  Mur.  Then  {rand  with  us. 
The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fomc  ftreakes  of  day: 
Jfow  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace, 

K.   9.  T« 
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To  gain  the  timely  inn,  and  near  approaches 
The  fubjeft  of  our  watch. 

3  Mur.  Hark,  I  hear  horfes. 
Banquo  within.]  Give  light  there,  ho! 

2  Mur.  Then  it  is  he :  the  reft 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation, 
Already  are  i'th'  Court. 

1  Mur.  His  horfes  go  about". 

3  Mur.   Almoft  a  mile: 

But  he  does  ufually,  fo  all  men  do, 

From  hence  to  th'  palace  gate  make  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Eanquo  and  Fleance  ivitb  a  torch, 

2  Mur.  A  light,  a  light. 

3  Mur.  'Tis  he. 

1  Mur.  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

i  Mur.  Let  it  come  down.  [They  afjauk  Banquo 

Ban.  Oh  treachery !  Fly,  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly, 
Thou  may'ft  re\enge.  Oh  flave!    [Dies.  Tleance  efcapes 
3  Mur.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  light? 

1  Mur.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 

3  Mur.  There's  but  one  down  j  the  fon 
Is  fled. 

2  Mur.  We've  loft  beft  half  of  our  affair. 

I  Mur.  Well,  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is  dorfe. 

,  [Exeunt 

SCENE     V. 

A  Room  of  State  in  the  Cajllc.     A  Banquet  prepared 

Enter   Macbeth,  Lady  Macbeth,  Rofle,    Lenox,    Lords 
and  Attendants. 

Mach.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  : 
And  £rft  and  laft,  the  hearty  welcome, 

Lords.   Thanks  to  your  Majeftv. 

Math.  Ourfelf  will  mingle  with  fociety, 
And  play  the  humble  hoft  : 
Our  hoftefs  keeps  her  ftate,  but  in  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome.  [Tbcyjit 

Lady,  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  friends 
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ny  heart  fpcaks,  they're  welcome. 
Enter  f.rfi  Murderer. 

Macb.  See  they  encounter  thec  with  their  hearts  thank  J. 
Both  fides  are  even:  here  I'll  fit  i'  th'  midftj 
Be  large  in  mirth,  anon  we'll  drink  a  meafure 
The  table  round— —There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

[To  tbe  murderer  afide  at  tbt  titer* 

.Mur.   'Tis  Barquos  then. 

Macb.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  him  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd  ? 

Mur.  My  Lord,  his  throat  is  cut,  I  did  that  for  hirn. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  beft  of  cut-throats j   yet  he's  good 
Th^t  did  the  like  for  Finance :  if  thou  didft  it, 
Thou  art  the  non-pareil. 

Mur.  Moft  royal  Sir, 
FUar.ce  is  'fcap'd. 

Mac&.Then  comes  my  fit  again:  I  had  el  fe  been  perfect; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock, 
As  broad  and  gen'ral  as  the  cafing  air: 
But  now  I'm  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confm'd,  bound  in 
To  fiwcy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banpuo's  fafe  ?    ■  ■  » 

Mur.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  :  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenched  ga&es  on  his  head  ; 
The  leaft  a  death  to  .nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that j 
There  the  grown  ferpent  lies:   the  worm  that's  fled 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  vertom  breed, 
No  teeth  for  th'  prefent.     Get  th^e  gone,  to-morrow, 
We'll  hear  thee  ourfelves  again.  [Exit  Murderer  t 

Lady.  My  royal  Lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  cheer  j  the  fezft  is  cold 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  making, 
'Tis  giv'n  with  welcome.     To  feed,  were  belt  at  home; 
From  thence,  the  fa  wee  to  meat  is  ceremony, 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

[Tbe  Gbsjl  <>/"Banquo  rifes,  and  Jits  in  Macbeth'*  place, 

Macb.  Sweet  remembrancer ! 
"Now  good  digeftion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both  ! 

Lin.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  fit? 

K  3  /Utf, 
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Macl>.  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  roof  'd» 

Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent- 

Whom  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 
Than  pity  for  mifchance! 

Rvjfe.  His  abfence,  Sir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.     Pleafe't  your  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 

Macb.  The  table's  full.  {Starting. 

Len.  Here  is  a  place  referv'd,  Sir. 

Macb.  Where  ? 

Len.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
What  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs? 

Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 

Lords.  What,  my  good  Lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  can'it  not  fay  I  did  it :  never  fhake 
Thy  goary  locks  at  me. 

Rojje.  Gentlemen,  rife;  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 

Lady.  Sit,  worthy  friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thus, 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth.     Pray  you  keep  feat. 
The  fit  is  momentary,  on  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well.     If  much  you  note  him, 
You  ihall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  pafficri; 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not.     Are  you  a  man  ? 

[To  Macbeth  afide. 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  lcok  on  that 
Which  might  appall  the  devil. 

Lady.  Proper  fluff! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  j  [^^« 

This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     Oh,  thefe  flaws  and- ftarts 
(Impoftorsof  true  fear,)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  ftory  at  a  winter's  fire, 

Authorised  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itfelf  ! : 

Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces  ?  when  ail's  done 
You  look  b-;t  on  a  flool. 

Macb.  Pr'ythee  fee  there  ! 
Behold!  lcok!  lo  !  how  Fay  you?  [Pointing -to  the  GboJK 
Why,  what  care  I?  if  thou  canfr  nod,  fpeak'too. 
I     charr.el-houfcs  and  our  graves  muft  fend 
Ihcie  thit  wc  bu;-y,  back  j  our  monumei  tt 

ShafJ 
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Sh  '11  be  the  maws  of  kites.  \Tbe  Gbojl  vaiujlcs. 

Lady.   Whu  }'  quite  unm^nn'J  in  folly  ? 

Macb.   If  I  (tand  here,   I  faw  him. 

Lady.  Fie  for  fhame  ! 

Macb.  Blood  hith  been  fhed  e-e  now,  i'  th'  olden  time, 
Ere  human  flatute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal; 
Ay,  and  finre  too,  murders  have  been  performed 
To  1  terrible  for  th  car:  the  times  have  been, 
That  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end;  but  now  they  rife  a.ain 
With  twenty   mortal  murder6  on  their  crowns, 
And  pnfh  us  from  our  flooh  j  this  is  more  ftrange 
Thin  Ihch  a  murder  is. 

Lady.  My  worthy  Lord, 
Yotir  noble  friends  do  lack.  you. 

Macb.   I  forgot' 

Po  not  mufe  at  me,   my  mo  ft  worthy  f/ie-nds, 

I  hnve  a  ftrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 

To  thof?  that  know  me.     Love  and  health  to  all ! 

Then  I  11  (it  down:   give  me  fome  wine,  fill  full 

I  dr:nk  to'th'  general  joy  of  the  whole  table, 
Ar.d  to  our  dear  friend  Bar.quo  whom  we  mifs, 
Would  he  were  here!   to  all,  and  him,  wc  thirft, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

[The  Ohfi  rifes  cgain. 

Macb.  Avant,  andqoit  my  fight !  letthe'earth  hide  thee! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowlcfs,  thy  blood  is  coldj 
Thou  baft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with. 

Lady.  Think  of  this,  good  Peers, 
But  as  a  thing  of  cuftom ;  'tis  no  other, 
Onlv  ir  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare: 
Anproach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ryjftan  bear, 
Tbe  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  Hyrcaman  tyger, 
Take  any  ftiape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.     Be  alive  again, 
And  d.^re  me  to  the  defart  with  thy  fv/ord  j 
U  trembling  I  inhibit,  then  picteft,  me 

The 
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The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  ftiadow, 

Unreal  mock'ry,  hence !  Why  fo, be  gone 

[Tbt  Ghoji  vamjbts. 

1  am  a  man  again  :  pray  you  fit  ftill.        [Tbe  Lords  rife. 
Lady.  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 

With  moft  admir'd  diforder.  [meeting 

Matb.  Can  fuch  things  be, 
And  overcome  us  like  a  fummer's  cloud 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder?  you  make  me  ftxange 
Ev'n  at  the  diipofition  that  I  owe, 
Now  when  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheek, 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rojfe.  What  fight?,  my  Lord  ? 

Lady.  I  pray  you  fpeak  not}  he  grows  wcrfe and  woife, 
Q^eftion  enrages  him '.  at  once,  good-night. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Good-night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  Majeftv ! 

Lady.  Good-night  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Macb.  It  will  have  blood,  they  fay  blood  will  have  blood: 
3toncs  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  ipeak  j 
Augurs  that  underflood  relations  have 
By  ma^-pies,  and  by  choughs,  and  rooks  brought  forth 
The  fecrefft  man  of  blood.     What  is  the  night? 

Lady.  Almoftat  odds  with  morning  which  is  which. 

Macb.  How  fay'ft  thou,  th2t  Macduff  denies  his  perfon 
At  our  great  bidding? 

Lady.    Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way;  but  I  will  fend  s 
There's  not  zTbane of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 

2  keep  a  fervant  feed.     I  will  to-morrow 
(Betimes  I  will)  unto  the  weird  lifters. 

More  fhall  they  fpeak ;  for  now  I'm  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft,  for  mine  own  good  j 
All  caufes  fhall  give  way,  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that  ftiould  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  going  o'er : 

Strange 
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Strang  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand, 
Which  n-.urt  be  aded  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

I.  idy.  You  lack  the  feafcn  of  all  natures,  flcep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  flcep;  my  ftrange  and  fclf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  fear  that  wants  hard  ufe : 
We're  yet  but  young  in  deeds.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI.     The  Heath.     Thunder. 

Enter  the  three  WitiLcs,  meeting  Hecate. 

iVAtcb.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate  t  you  look  angerly. 
Htc  Have  I  not  rcafon,  beldams,  as  you  are? 
Saucy,  and  over-bold,  how  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffick  with  Macbeth* 
In  riddles  and  affairs  of  death  ? 
And  I  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms, 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  fliew  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 
And  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 
Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  fon, 
Spightful  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do, 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now  j  get  you  gone, 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 
Meet  me  i'th'  morning:  thither  he 

Will  come,  to  know  his  deftiny; 
Your  veflels  and  your  fpells  provide, 
Your  charms,  and  every  thing  befide. 

I  am  for  th'  air  :    this  night  I'll  fpend 

Unto  a  difmal,  fatal  end. 

it  bufincfs  muft  be  wrought  ere  noon; 

Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 

There  nangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profound  ; 

I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  : 

And  that  diftill'd  by  magick  flights, 

Shall  raife  fuch  artificial   fprights, 

As  by  the  fl-.ength  of  their  illufion, 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion. 

He  (nail  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 

His  hopes  "cove  wii'dom,  grace,  and  fear : 


And 
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And  you  all  know  fecurity 

Is  mortal's  chiefeft  enemy.  [Mujick  arid  a  Song. 

Hark,  I  am  call'd  :  my  little  fpirit,  fee, 

Sits  in  the  foggy  cloud  and  flays  for  me. 

[Sing  within:  Come  away,  come  away,  &x 

I  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  hafte,  fhe'll  foon  be  back 

again.  [Exeunt 

SCENE      VII. 

Enter  Lenox  and  another  Lord. 

Lcn.  My  former  fpeeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts, 
"Which  can  interpret  farther:  only  I  fay 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  born.     The  gracious  Duncat 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth marry  he  was  dead: 

And  the  right  valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late. 

"Whom  you  may  fay,  if 't  pleafe  you,  Fleance  kilFd, 

For  Fleance  fled  :  men  muft  not  walk  too  late. 

You  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous  too 

It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbain 

To  kill  their  gracious  father,  damned  fa£t! 

How  did  it  grieve  Macbeth  ?  did  he  not  ftraight 

In  pious  rage  the  two  delinquents  tear, 

That  were  the  (laves  of  drink  and  thralls  of  fleep  ? 

Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  ay,  wifely  too  j 

For  'twould  have  anger' d  any  heart  alive 

To  hear  the  men  deny*t.     So  that  I  fay 

He  has  borne  all  things  well,  and  I  do  think 

That  had  he  Duncan's  fons  under  his  key, 

(As  an't  pleafe  heav'n  he  fhall  not,)  they  mould  find 

What  'twere  to  kill  a  father:  fo  fliould  Fleance. 

But  peace  !  for  from  broad  words,  and  'caufe  he  fall'd 

His  prefence  at  the  tyrant's  feafl,  I  hear 

Macduff  lives  in  difgrace.     Sir,  can  you  tell 

Where  he  beftows  himfelf  ? 

Lord.   The  fon  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth. 
Lives  in  the  Englijh  Court,  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  raoft  pious  Edward,  with  fuch  grace, 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpeft.    Thither  Macduff 
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Is  fon*  to  pray  the  King  upon  his  aid 

To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Sircar  d} 

That  by  the  help  of  thefc,  (with  Him  above 

To  ratify  the  work,)  we  may  again 

Give  to  our  tables  meat,  fleep  to  our  nightsj 

Free  from  our  fcafts  and  banquets  bloody  knives  j 

Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours, 

All  which  we  pine  for  now.     And  this  report 

Hath  lb  exafp'rated  the  King,  that  he 

Prepares  for  fome  attempt. 

Lin.  Sent  he  to  Macduff? 

L^rd.   He  did  ;   and  with  an  abfolute    Sir,  not  I, 
The  cloudy  meffenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hums ;  as  who  mould  fay,  you'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  anfwer. 

Lin.  And  that  well  might 
Advifc  him  to  a  care  to  hold  what  difrance 
His  wifdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  Court  of  England,  «md  unfold 
His  meflage  ere  he  come!  that  a  fwift  blefling 
May  ioon  return  to  this  our  lurYering  country, 
Under  a  hand  accurs'd  ! 

L.rJ.  I'll  fend  my  prayers  with  him.  [Exeunft 

A    C    T     IV.      SCENE      I. 

A  dark  Cave,  in  the  middle  fl  great  Cauldron  forking. 
Thunder.      Enter  three  Witches. 
lffr:fci>.'rpHricc  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

■*•    iW:t:b.Twict  and  once  the  hedge  -pig  whin'd, 
3  Witch.  Harper  cries,  'tis  time,  'tis  time. 
I  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 
In  the  poifon'd  entrails  throw. 

[They  march  round  the  Cauldron,  and  threw  in  the  fever ab 
ingredients  as  for  the  preparation  of  their  charm. 
Toad,  that  under  the  cold  ftone, 
Days  and  nights  haft,  thirty-one, 
Swelter'd  venom  fleeping  gotj 
Boil  thou  fir'l  i'th'  charmed  pot. 

All.  Double,  double,  roil  and  trouble  j 
fixe  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

z  Witch. 
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a  Witch*  Fillet  of  a  fenny  fnake, 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake} 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog  j 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog: 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind -worm's  fting, 
Lizard's  leg,  and  owlet's  wing: 
For  a  charm  of  pow'rful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

All*  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

3  Witcb.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf, 
Witches  mummy;  maw,  and  gulf 
Of  the  ravening  fait  fea-fhark  j 
Root  of  hemlock  digg'd  i'  th'  dark  j 
Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew: 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew, 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe  $ 
Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartarus  Jips  j 
Finger  of  birth-ftrangled  babe, 
Ditch-deiivet'd  by  a  drab; 
Make  the  gruel  thick,  and  flab. 
Add  thereto  a  tyger's  chawdron, 
i"  or  th"'  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All,  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  j 
Five  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

i  Witcb.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,  and  other  three, Witches. 

Hie-  Oh!  well  done !  I  commend  your  pains, 
And  every  one  mail  fhare  i'  th'  gains: 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Mujick  and  a  Seng. 
Black  jpirits  and  white, 
Blue  fpirits  and  gray t 
Mingle)  mingle,  mingle, 
You  that  mingle  Tray, 

■  2  U'ltcb, 
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l  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes: 
Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

SCENE     II.     Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  How  now,  you  fecret  black  and  midnight  ha«s  } 
What  is't  you  do? 

AH.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Macb.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profefs, 
(How-e'cr  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me. 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches  ;  though  the  ycfty  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  ; 
Though  bladcd  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown  down, 
Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders  heads  j 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  flope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  ;  though  the  treafure 
Or"  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together, 
Ev'n  'till  deftru&ion  ficken:  anfwer  me 
To  what  I  afk  you. 

j  Witch.  Speak. 

z  J'rucb.  Demand. 

3  Witcb.  \ye'll  anfwer. 

lfVitcb.  Say,  ifth'hadft  rather  hear  it  from  our  mouths, 
Or  irom  our  matters? 

M^cb.  Call  'em:  let  me  fee  'cm. 

i  V/i:ch.  Pour  in  few's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow:  greafe  that's  fweatcn 
From  the  murd'rer's  gibbet,  thiow 
Into  the  flame. 

All-  Cufne  high  or  low  : 
Thv&lf  and  office  deftly  fbo\T.  [TburAi:. 

Apparition  of  drjhid  ILad  r'ifes. 

Much.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power-         ■  ■ 

i  WUcb    He  knows  thy  thought: 
Heai  his  foeech,   but  fiy  thou  nought. 

App-  Macbeth!  Macbeth!  Macbeth',  beware  Macduff!-- 
Beware  ihe'Thane  or*F//!,--difrnifs  me--enough--[D^/iwJ: . 

Macb.  What-e'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution  thanks. 
'IVuYt  harp'd  my  fear  aright.     Eu:  c-ae  word  more 

VcL.  vm.  l  x.irittk. 
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t  Witch.  He  will  not  be  commanded}  here'i  another 
More  potent  than  the  firft.  [Thunder 

Apparition  of  a  bloody  Child  rifes, 

App.  Macbeth  I  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  ! 

Macb.   Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 

App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute  i  laugh  to  (corn 
The  pow'r  of  man ;  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Maibcth.  [Defends. 

Macb.  Then  live  Macduff:  what  need  I  fear  or  thee! 
But  yet  I'll  make  aflurance  double  fure, 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate  j  thou   fhait  not  live, 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear,  it  lyes  j 
And  lleep  in  Jpight  of  thunder.  \Thunda 

Apparition  of  a  CtMd  crowned,  101th  a  tree  in  bis  hand,  rife 

What  is  this, 

That  nies  like  the  iffue  of  a  King, 

And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 

And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 

A'l.  Liiten,  but  fpeak  not. 

App.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  car£, 

Who  chafers,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are: 

Macbeth  fhall  never  vanquifh'd  be,  until 

Great  Bhnam  wood  to  Duvfinanis  high,  hill 

•  Shall  come  againft  him.  [Defcend 

Macb.  Th-t  will  never  be: 

Wr.o  can  impieis  the  forefr,  bid  the  tree 

Unfix  his  earth-bound  r^ot  ?•  S»\cet  boadments  !   good! 

Rebellion's  head,  rife  never,  'till  the  wood 

Of  Birnam  rife  j  and'our  hieh-plac'd  Macbeth 

Shall  live  the  leal'e  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 

To  time  and  mortal  cuftom.      r  et  my  heart 

Tinous  to  know  one  thing  j  Tell  me,  (if  your  art 

Can  tell  fo  much)  mail  Banquet's  ifiue  ever 

Reign  in  this  kingdom? 

All.  Seek  tc  know  no  more. 

[The  cauldron  finks  into  the  grout 

Macb.  I  will  be  fatisfy'd.     Deny  me  this, 

And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  let  me  know. 

Wnv  links  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  ncife  is  this  >[t:auibo 

i  Ufa 
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I  Witcb.  Shew ! 

I  Witch    Shew! 

3  Witcb.  Shew  ! 

All.  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart, 
'ome  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

[Eight  Kir.gi  appear  and pajs  over  in  order,  the  laji  hold- 
ing a  glas  in  his  baud:  icitb  BanquofcJL?v:r.g  tbem. 
,  Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Bar.quo  j  "down  ! 

'hy  crown  do:s  fear  mine  eye-balls And  thy  hair 

Thou  other  gold-bound  brow)  is  like  the  jfirfl 

I  third  is  like  the  former,  filthy  hags! 

Wiy  do  you  fhew  me  this  ? A  fourth  ?  Start  eye  !-— 

/hat,  will  the  line  ftretch  out  to  th*  crack  of  doom  ? 

nother  yet  ? A  feventh  !  I'll  fee  no  more  — . 

nd  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glafs, 
7hich  fhews  me  many  more;   and  fome  I  fee 
hat  two-fold  balls  and  treble  fcepters  carry, 
orrible  fight !  nay,  now  I  fee  'tis  true, 
or  the  blood- bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me, 
nd  points  at  them  for  his.     What,  is  this  fo  ? 
1  Witcb.  Ay,  Sir?  all  this  isfo.    But  why 
:ands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? 
ome,  fillers,  chear  we  up  his  fprights, 
nd  fhew  the  beft  of  our  delights  ; 

II  charm  the  air  to  give  a  found, 
fhile  you  perform  your  antique  round: 
hat  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay, 

ur  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  [Mujtck. 

\Tbe  jyitebes  dance  and-vani/b. 
Macb.  Where  are  they?  gone  ?-- -Let  this  pernicious 
tand  ay  accurfed  in  the  kalendar.  [hour 

ome  in,  without  there ! 

Enter  Lenox. 
Lett.  What's  your  Grace's  will? 
Macb.  Saw  you  the  weird  fitters? 
hen.  No,  my  Lord. 
Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 
Len.  No  indeed,  my  Lord.' 
Macb.  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  thev  ride, 
nd  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them  !  I  did  hear 

L  %  The 
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The  galloping  of  horfe.     Who  was't  came  fey  ? 

hen.  '  Tis  two  or  three,  my  Lord  that  bring  you  word, 
Macduff  \%  fled  to  England, 

Macb.  Fled  to  Er. gland '? 

Len.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipate  my  dread  exploits: 
The  flighty  purpole  never  is  o'er-took 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.     From  this  moment 
The  very  firfllings  of  my  heart  /hall  be 
The  firfllings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now 
To  crown  my  thoughts  withadls,  be't  thought  and  done  J 
The  caftle  of  Macduff  I  will  furprife, 
Seize  upon  Fife,  give  to  th'  edge  o'  th'  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  fouls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.     No  boafting  like  a  ioo\ 
This  deed  I'll  do  before  the  purpole  cool. 
But  no  more  fights.     Where  are  thefe  gentlemen  i 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [Exeunt  \ 

SCENE    III. 
Macduff's  Caftle  at   Fife. 
Enter  Lady  Macduff,  her  Son,  and  Rofle. 

L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  land  ] 

Roffe.  You  mud  have  patience,  Madam. 

L.  Macd.  He  had  none ; 
His  flight  was  madnefs  ;  when  our  actions  do  aot, 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors* 

Roffe.   Yen  know  not, 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 

L.Macd.  Wifdom  ?  to  leavehis  wife,  to  leave  his  babes  1 
His  manfion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does  fly?  he  loves  us  not, 
He  wants  the  natural  touch  j  for  the  poor  wreij, 
The  moll  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight, 
Her  young  ones  in  her  nefl,  againft  the  owl: 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love; 
As  little  is  the  wifdom  where  the  flight 
So  runs  againft  all  reafon.  * 

Roffe.  Deareft  coufin, 
I  pray  you  fchool  yourfelf  5  but  for^our  hufoand, 
He's  iioble,  wife,  ju,chciqu.s,  and  beft  knows 

Th<  1 


tl?e  Tragedy  of  Macbeth.  1 25 

The  fits  o'  th'  time.     I  dare  not  {peak  much  further, 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors, 
Atid'du  not  know't  ourfelves :  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear, 
But  float  upor  a  wild  and  violent  fca 
Each  way,  and  move.     I  fake  my  leave  of  you  j 
T  fhall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again  $ 
Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before :  My  pretty  cou.m, 
Meffing  upon  you ! 

L.  Macd.  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 

Rojjc.  I  am  Co  much  a  fool,  fbould  I  flay  longer 
t  would  be  my  difgrace,  and  your  difcomfort. 
[  take  my  leave  at  once.  [Exit  Rofle. 

L   Macd.  Sirrah,  your  father's  dead, 
\nd  what  will  you  do  now?  how  will  you  live? 

Son.   As  birds  do,  mother. 

L.  Macd.   What,  on  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  On  what,  I  get,  and  fo  dc  they. 

h.Macd.  Poor  bird  !  thou'dft  never  fear  the  net,  nor  lime, 
The  pit- fall  nor  the  gin.  [for. 

Son.  Why  mould  I,  mother  ?  poor  birds  they  are  not  fet 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  faying. 

L,  Macd.   Yes,  he  is  dead  ?  how  wilt  thou  do  for  * 
father? 

Son,  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  hufband  ? 

L.  Macd.   Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'era  to  fell  again,  [i'faith 

L.  Macd.  Thou    fpeak'ft  with    all  thy  wit,  and   yet 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother? 

L.  Macd.  Ay  that  he  was. 

Son.   What  is  a  traitor? 

h.  Mucd.  Why,  one  that  fvvears  and  lyes. 

Sen-    And  be  ail  traitors  that  do  fo  ? 

L.  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  fo  is  a  traitor,  and  muft 
:-e  bang'd. 

Son.  AnJ  muit  they  all  be  hang'd  that  fwear  and  lye? 

i-.  Macd.  Every  one. 

£«/;.  Wno  muft  hinz,  them  ? 

L  3  L.  Macd, 
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L.  Macd.  Why,  honeft  men. 

.Sen.  Then  the  liars  and  fwearers  are  focls.  ;  for  tbertj 
are  liars  and  fwearers  enough  to  beat  the  honeft  men, 
and  hang  up  them. 

L.  Macd.  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey  !  but  how  wilt 
thou  do  for  a  father? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  hjm :  if  you 
would  not,  it  were  a  good  fign  that  I  fljould  qmcl$ly  have, 
a  new  father  ?  ^ 

L.  Macd.  Poorpratler,  how  thou  talkj'ft! 

Enter  a  MeJJ'enger. 

Mejf.  Blefs  yon,  fair  dame!  I  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  am  perfect  j 
1  doubt  fome  danger  dees  approach  you  nearly. 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
Be  not  found  here;   hence  with  your  little  ones. 
To  fright  you  thus  methinks  I  am  too  favage  j 
To  do  lets,  to  you  were  fell  cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.     Hpav'n  preferre  you.1 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit  Me£enger 

L.  Macd.  Whither  mould  I  fly  ? 
I've  done  no  harm.     But  I  remember  now 
I'm  in  this  earthly  world,  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  to  do  good  fometime 
Accounted  dang'rous  folly.     Why  then,  alas, 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 
To  fay  Tad  done  no  harm  ! what  are  thefe  faces  > 

Enter  Murderers. 

Mur.  Where  is  your  hufband  ? 

L.  Macd.  I  hope  in  no  place  fo  unfan£li«ed 
Where  fuch  a3  thou  may'ft  find  him. 

Mur.  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou,  ly'ft,  thou  fhag-ear'd  villain. 

Mur.  What,  you  egg  ?  [Stabbing  hint. 

Young  fry  of  treachery  ? 

Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  mother, 
Run  away,  pray  you. 
[Exit  Lady  Macduff  fry  ?>£  murder  J  Murderers  purfue  her. 

SCENE 
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The  King  of  England**  Palace. 
Enter  Malcolm  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  defolate  fliade,  and  tl?err 
iVeep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 
■Jnld  faft  the  mortal  iword  ;  and  like  good  men 
5Jtride  our  downfal  birth-doom  :  each  new  morn, 
itvi  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry,  new  furrows 
Ittikc  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 
xs  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
/ike  fvliables  of  dolour. 

Mai    What  I  believe,  I'll  Wail  ; 
7b st  krow,  believe  ;  and  what  I  can  redrefj, 
\*  I  fhall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
Yhat  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  (o  perchance 5 
This  tyrant,  whofe  fole  name  blifters  our  tongues, 
,7js  once  thought  honeft  :  you  have  lov'd  him  well, 
ie  hath  not  touch'd  yon  yet.     I'm  young,  but  fomethiag, 
Ton  may  deferve  of  him  through  me  ;  'tis  wifdora. 
Hb  oter  up  a  weak  poor  innocent  lamb, 
1*  appeafe  an  angry  God. 

Macd.  I  am  not  trs^chcrous. 

F.Lil.  But  Macbeth  is. 
**  good  and  virtuous  nature  mav  recoil 
a  an  imperial  charge.     I  crave  your  pardon  I 
phat  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tronfpofe^ 
*.nge!s  are  bright  Iriil,  though  the  brighteft  fell  r 
I'hough  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace^, 
k'et  grace  muft  f!ili  look  fo, 

Macd.  I've  loft  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance  ev'n  there,  where  I  did  find  myidoubts^ 
Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife  and  children, 
fiwfe  precious  motives,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  love> 
Without  leave-taking? 
Let  not  my  jealoufies  be  your  difhonours, 
i'ur  rrine  own  ftifcties  :  you  may  be  rightly  juftj 
Whatever  I  fhall  think. 

LCacd.  Eleed,  bleed,  poor  country  ! 

Crei* 
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Great  tyranny,  lay  thou,  thy  hafts  furf , 
For  gcodncfs  dares  not  check  thee  !  Wear  thou  thy  wrongs 
His  title  is  affeer'd.     Fare  thee  well,  Lor,4,  : 
I  would  not  be  the  vilta;n  that  theu  think'ft 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  th?  tyrant  s  grafp, 
And  the  rich  eaft  to  boot. 
Mai.   Be  not  offended  : 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfohVte  fear  of  you. 
1  think  our  country  finks  beneath  the  voak, 
It  weeps,  it  b'eeds,  and  each  new  day  a  gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.      I  think  withal, 
There  would  be  hands  dp  lifted  in  mv  rieht : 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufatfds.     But  yet  for  all  this, 
When  I  fhall  trea'.  upon  the  tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  bad  before, 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundiy  v-aysthan  ever, 
By  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 
M<zcd.   What  fhpuld  he  be  ? 
Mai.  it  is  myft-jf  I  nr-an,  in  whom  I  knew* 
A])  the  particular?  of  v  ce  fo  grafted, 
That  when  they  mail  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  leem  as  pure  a;  (now,  and  tie  poof  frate 
E.^ecm  him  as  a  larnh,   !  rin.r  compar'd 
With  myconfinelifs  harms. 
Macd    Not  in  t'".c  legions 
Ot  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  mere  danin'd, 
In  ills  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mai.  I  grant  him  blccdy, 
Luxurious,  avaricious,  falfe,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  fmacking  of  each  fm 
That  has  a  name.     But  there's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voiuptuoufnefs  :  your  wives,  your  daughters, 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cittern  of  my  iurr ;  and  my  defire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear 

*  This  conference  of  Malcolm  lulto  Macduff  it  ta':& 
cut  of  the  chronicles  of  Scotland, 

J  J  -Jh-t 
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That  did  opf-ofc,  my  will.     Better  Maebttk, 
Than  fuch  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundlefs  intemperance 
la  nature  is  a  tyranny  j  it  hath  been 
Th'  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  full  of  many  Kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours  :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleafures  in  a  ipacious  plenty, 
An<\  yet  feem  cold  :  the  time  you  may  fo  hoodwink  J 
We've  willing  dames  enough,  there  caruaot  bs 
That  vulture  in  you  to  devour  fo  ma&y, 
As  will  to  greatnefs.  dedicate  themfelves, 
Finding  it  fo  inclinM. 

Mai.  With  this,  there  grows 
In  my  mod  lll-compos'd  affection,  fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  avarice,  that  were  I  King 
I  ihould  cut  off  the  ncbles  for  their  lands  j 
Defire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  houfe, 
An  1  my  more  having  would  be  as  a  fauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more  ;  that  I  mould  forge 
Qnnrrels  unjuft  againft  the  good  and  loyal, 
D.ilrcying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd,  This  avarice 
Strikes  deeper ;  grows  with  more  pernicious  rootf 
Than  fummer-teeming  luft  5  and  it  hath  been 
The  fword  of  our  flain  Kings  :  yet  do  not  fear, 
Scotland  hath  foyfons  to  fill  up  your  will 
Of  your  mere  own.     All  thefe  are  portable, 
With  other  graces  weigh'd. 

MaL  But  I  have  none  j  the  King-becoming  graces, 
As  juftice,  verity,  temp'rance,  ftablenefs, 
Bounty,  perlev'rance,  mercy,  lowlinefs, 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude  j 
I  have  no  rehfh  of  them,  but  abound 
In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 
Acting  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  I  mould 
Sow'r  the  fweet  milk  of  concord  into  hate, 
Uproar  the  uniyerfal  peace,  confound 
Alt  unity  on  earth. 

Mvd.  QhtoW/  Sotted!— — 
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Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  : 
I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  ? 
No,  not  to  live.     Oh  nation  miftrrable  ! 
With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody-fceptred. 
When  malt  thou  fee  thy  wholeYome  days  again, 
Since  that  the  trueft  ifl'ue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdiction  ftands  accurft, 
And  does  blafpheme  his  breed  ?  Thy  royal  father 
Was  a  moft  fainted  King ;  the  Queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oftner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 
Dy'd  ev'iy  day  fhe  liv'd.     O  fare  thee  well, 
Thefe  evils  thou  repeat'ft  upon  thyfelf, 
Have  banifh'd  me  from  Scotland.     O  my  breaft ! 
Thy  hope  ends  here. 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  noble  pafllon, 
Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruplea,  reconcil'd  my  thought* 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Deviliih  Macbeth 
By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  pow'r  j  and  modeft  wifdom  plucks  ma 
From  over-credulous  hafte  ;   but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !  for  even  now 
I  put  myfelf  to  thy  direftion,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction  ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myfelf, 
For  Grangers  to  ray  nature.     I  am  yet, 
Unknown  to  women,  never  was  forfworn, 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own. 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith,  would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow,  and  delight 
No  lefs  in  truth,  than  life :  my  fiift  falfe  fpeakinj 
Was  this  upon  myfelf.      What  I  am  truly 
•Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country's  to  command  : 
Whither  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach, 
Old  Shvatd,  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men 
All  ready  at  a  point,  was  fetting  forth. 
Now  we'll  together,  and  our  chance,  in  goodnefs. 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel  !   Why  ate  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  weicome,  and  unwelcome  things,  at  onee, 
'Tis  hard  to  reconcile.  .  SCENT 
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•SCENE     V.     Enter  a  Doilor. 

Z'al.  Well,    more  anon.     Comes  the  King  forth,  I 
pray  you  ? 

D:Ft.  Ay,  Sir;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  fouls 
That  ftay  his  cure  j  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  allay  of  art.     But  at  his  touch, 
Sfcch  lanclity  hath  heav'n  given  his  hand, 
They  prefently  amend.  [Exit* 

Mai   I  thank  you,  Do&or. 

Macd.  What's  the  difeafe  he  means  ? 

Mai.   'Tis  call'd  the  Evil, 
A  rnwfr,  miraculous  work  in  this  good  King, 
Whicn  orc.11  fince  my  here-remain  in  Englatid 
I'.eLen  hirh  do.     How  he  follicits  heav'n 
Kimfelf  belt  knows  j   but  irrangely-vifued  peoy! \ 
All  fwol'n  and  ulc'ious,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  defpair  of  furgery,  he  cures  j 
Banging  a  golden  itamp  about  their  neckr, 
Put  o-i  with  holy  prayers  :   and  'tis  fpoksn, 
to  the  fiicceeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediction.     With  this  ftrange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy, 

i  iundry  bleflings  hang  about  his  throne, 
ihat  fpciik  hjm  fall  of  grace. 

SCENE     VI.      Enter  Roffe. 

Macd,   See,  who  comes  here  ! 

Mai.   My  country-man;    but  yet  I  know  him  not, 

Macd.   My  ever-gentle  coulin,  welcome  hither. 

Mai,   I  know  him  now.     Good  God  betime.  remove 
The  means  that  make  us  ftran^ers  ! 

RoJJ'e.   Sir,  Amen. 

»  ecd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  i 

Roj/-.   Alas  poor  country, 
Almolr  afraid  to  know  itielf.     It  cannot 
»»e  call'd  our  mother,  but  our  grave  j   where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile  : 
Uf'iiere  fighs  and  groans,  and  fhrieks  that  rend  the  air 
Are  made,  not  rn«rk'd  j  where  violent  forrcw  fet.irjs> 

A 
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A  modern  ecftafy  ;  the  dead- man's  knell 

Js  these  fcarce  afk'^,  far  whom  ?  and  good  mens  lives 

Expire  before  the  rtywers  in  their  caps, 

Dying  or  e'er  they  ncken. 

Maid.  Relation,  oh  !  too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

MaL  What  te  the  newelt  grief  ? 

RoJJ'c.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker, 
"Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Roffe.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  ail  my  children  ? 

Roffe.  WTell  too. 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 

Roffe.  No,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave  'cm 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech  :  how  goes  it: 

Rojjb.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings 
Which  1  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
(Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out, 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witnefa'd  the  rather, 
For  that  I  faw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot ; 
Now  is  the  time  of  help  j  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  creare  foliiiers,  and  make  women  fight, 
To  doff  their  dire  diftrefifes. 
Mai.   Be't  their  comfort 
We're  coming  thither  :   gracious  Englar.d  hath 
Lent  us  good  Sitvard  and  ten  thoufand  men  j 
An  older,  and  a  better  foldier,  none 
That  chriftendom  gives  out. 

Roffe.   Wculd  J  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like  !  But  I  have  words 
That  fiiouid  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defart  air, 
.Where  hearing  /hould  not  catch  them. 

Macd.   What?  concern  they 
The  gen'rai  caufe  ?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief 
Pue  to  feme  fingle  breaft  ? 

Roffe.   No  mind  that's  honeft 
But  in  it  mares  fome  woe,  though  the  main  pare 
Pertains  to  you  alorie. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine, 
Keep  it  not  from  me',  quickly  let  me  have  It, 
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RofJ'c.  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  mall  pofTefs  them  with  the  hcavieft  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  Hum  !   I  guefs  at  it. 

RoJJ'e.  Your  caftle  is  furpriz'd,  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  flaughter'd  ;  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were  on  the  quarry  of  this  murder'd  detr 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai.  Merciful  hcav'n  ! 
What,  man  1  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  furrow  words  ;  the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak 
Whifpers  the  o*er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  children  too  !  " 

R'Jl'e.  Wife-,  children,  fervants,  all  that  could  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  mull:  be  from  thence  !  my  wife  kill'd  too  ! 

Rcjj'e.  I've  faid. 

Jl/Tal.  Be  comforted. 
Let's  make  us  med'eines  of  our  great  revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  children. 
What,  all  my  pretty  ones  ?  did  you  fay  all  r* 
Whit,  all  ?  * 

Mai.  Endure  it  like  a  man. 

Macd.  I  fliall : 
But  I  muft  alio  feel  it  as  a  man. 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were, 
That  were  mo'ft  precious  to  me  :  did  heav'n  look  oh 
And  would  not  take  their  part  ?  finful  Macdvff, 
They  were  all  ftrucfc  for  thee  !  naught  that  1  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits  but  for  mine 
Fell  flaugluer  oh  their  fouls  :  heav'nreft  them  now  ! 

Mai.  Be  this  the  whetftone  of  your  fword  ;  let  grief 
Convert  to  wrath,  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd. 


* oh  hell-kite  !  what,  all  ? 

What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  4anv_ 
At  one  fell  fwoop  ? 

Mai.  Endure  it,  ©V. 

Vet.  VIII.  M 
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Macd.  O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue.     But  gentle  heav'n  ! 
Cut  fhort  all  intermiihon  :  front  to  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myfelf  $ 
Within  my  fv.ord's  length  fet  him,  if  he  'fcape, 
Then  heav'n  forgive  him  too  ! 

Mai.  This  tune  goes  manly: 
Come,  go  we  to  the  King,  our  power  is  ready, 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.     Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  making,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  inftruments.    Receive  what  cheer  you  may  j 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.         [Exeunt. 

ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

.  An  Anti-chamber  in  Macbeth'j  Cafile. 
Enter  a  DoBor  of  Pbyjick,  and  a  Gentlewoman. 
Docl.T  Have  two  nights   watch'd   with  you,    but  can 
•*•  perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.     When  was  it 
&e  laft  walk'd  ? 

Gent.  Since  his  Majefty  went  into  the  field,  I  have  leer 
her  rife  from  her  bed,  throvy  her  night-  gov\n  upon  her 
unlock  her  clofet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon't 
read  it,  afterwards  feal  it,  and  again  return  to  bed  j  ye' 
all  this  while  in  a  moft  faft  fleep. 

Dot!  A  great  perturbation  in  nature !  to  receive  at  one 
the  benefit  of  fleep,  and  do  the  effc&s  of  watching.  In  thi 
Aumbry  agitation  ,befides  her  walking,  and  other  a&ual  per- 
formances, what  (at  any  time)  have  you  heard  her  fay  ? 

Gent.  That,  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  htr. 

Docl.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis-  moft  meet  you  mould 

Gent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  witnef 
to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  with  a  taper. 
Lo  you  !  here  ft\e  comes :  this  is  her  very  guife,  and,  upoi 
my  life,  faflafleepi  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 

LcB.  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  ? 

Gent.  Whv,  it  flood  bv  her  :  fhe  has  light  by  her  con 

tinuailyy  'tis  her  command.    . 

Dtef't  You  ke  her  e\ts  are  open- 

Gent 
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Cent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  fhut. 

DoB.  What  is  it  fhe  does  now  ?  lock  how  /he  rubs  her 
lands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accuftom'd  aftion  with  her,  to  feem 
hus  wafhing  her  hands  :  I  have  known  her  continue  in 
his  a  qularter  of  an  hour. 

Lady.  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

DoB.  Hark,  fhe  fpeaks.  I  will  fet  down  what  comes 
-om  her,  to  fatisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly. 

Lady-  Out !  damn'd  fpot  j  out,  I  fay one  ;  two  ; 

rhy  then  'tis  time  to  do't hell  is  murky.     Fie,  my 

•ord,  fie,  a  foldier,  and  afraid  ?  what  need  we  fear  who 
nows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  account  ? — 
et  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man  to  have  had 
1  much  blood  in  him  ? 

DoB.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady.  The  Thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife;  where  is  fhe  now  ? 
hat,  will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  clean? — no  more  o'  that, 
ly  Lord,  no  more  o'  that :  you  marr  all  with  ftarting. 

Dot!.  Go  to,  to  to  j  you  have  known  what  you  fhould 
ot. 

Gent.  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I  am  fure  of 
lat:  heav'n  knows  what  fhe  has  known. 

Lady.  Here's  the  fmell  of  blood  ftill :  all  the  perfumes 
f  Arab -a  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand.  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

Dot!.  What  a  figh  is  there?  the  heart  is  forely  charg'd. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofom,  fof 
ie  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 

DoB.  Well,  well,  well 

Gent.  Pray  God  it  be,  Sir. 

Dccl.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  practice  \  yet  I  have 
nown  thofe  which  have  walkt  in  their  fleep,  who  have 
ied  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady,  Wafh  your  hands,  put  on  your  night-gown,  look 

ot  fo  pale 1  tell  you  yet  again,  Banquo  s  buried  j 

e  cannot  come  out  of  his  grave. 

DoB.  Even  fo  ? 

Lady.  To  bed,  to  bed  ;  there's  knocking  at  the  gntet 
pme,  come,  come,  come,   give  me  your  hand  :  what's 

To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed.  [Exit. 
M  z  DoB, 


136         The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth. 

Docl.  Will  flie  go  to  bed  ? 

Gent.  Direftly. 

Docl.  Foul  whifp'rings  are  abroad  ;  unnat'ral  deeds 
Do  breed  unnat'ral  troubles.     Infected  m.nds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  dilcharge  their  fecret9. 
More  needs  /he  the  Divine  than  the  Phyfician. 
Good  God  forgive  us  all !  Look  after  her, 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 
And  ftill  keep  eyes  upon  her  ;  fo  gocd-night. 
My  mind  fhe'as  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight. 
I  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent.  Good-night,  good  Doctor.  [Exeur.h 

SCENE     II. 

A  Field  ivitb  a  Wood  at  a  dijiance. 
JEnter  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  Lenox,  and  Scld'un. 

Ment.  The  Engl'ijb  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Mabolm, 
His  uncle  Skvard,  and  the  good  Macduff. 
Revenges  burn  in  them  :  for  their  dear  caufes 
Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Ang.  Near  Birnam  wood 
Shall  we  well  meet  them ;  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Catb.  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother  ? 

hen.  For  certain,  Sir,  he  is  not :  I've  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  ;  there  is  Sfovartfs  fon, 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  manhood. 

Mcnt.  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Catb.  Great  Dunfinane  he  ftrongly  fortifies  5 
Some  fay  he's  mad :  others  that  lefler  hate  him 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury  :  but  for  certain, 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang.  Now  does  he  feel 
His  fecret  murders  flicking  on  his  hands  ; 
Now  minutely,  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach; 
Thofe  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love  :  new  does  he  feel  his  title 

Kar.g 


Toe  Tragedy  of  Macbeth.  13; 

4ang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Jpo:;  a  dwarfim  thief. 

Merie.   Who  then  (hall  blame 
^is  pefter'd  fenfes  to  recoil,   and  Mart, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
[tfelf,  for  being  there  ? 

Catb.  Well,  march  we  on, 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd  : 
Vleet  we  the  med'eine  of  the  fkkly  weal, 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.   Or  fo  much  as  it  nred^, 
I  To  dew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the-we^ds- 
Wake  we  our  march  towards  BWnam.  \Exevnt» 

SCENE     III.     Dunsinane. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Dnclsr,  and  Attendants. 

Macb.   Bring  me  no  more  reports,  1ft  them  fly  all  t 
Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Danfinane, 
cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  boy  Malcolm  ? 
Was  he  not  born  of-woman  ?  Spirits  that  know 
\11  mortal  confluences,  have  pronounced  it  : 
?ear  not,   Macbeth-;  r.o  man  that's  born  of  woman 
)bal!  e  er  have  poioe*-  upon  thee. — Fly,  falfe  Thanesj 
\nd  mingle  with  the  Etigfyk  epicures  ! 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 
ihall  n^ver  fagg  with  doubt,  nor  make  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fae'd  lown !      . 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  goofe-look  ? 

Ser.  There  are  ten  tboufand — 

Macb.  Geefe,  villain? 

Se^.   Soldiers,  Sir. 

Macb.  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lilly-'iv'er'd  boy.     What  fold iers,  patch? 
3eath  and  thy  foul  !  thofe  linen  checks  of  thine 
\re  councilors  to  fear.     What  foldiers,  whey-face  ? 

Ser.  The  Englijh  force,   fo  pleafe  you. 

M»cb.  Take  thy  face  hence r-Seyton!  --I'm  fick  at  heart, 

M  3  "  Whea 
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When  I  behold— Seyton,  I  fay  .'-—this  pu/h 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  di'eafe  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf: 
And  that  which  fhould  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  mull  not  look  to  have  :  but  in  their  Mead, 
Curfes  not  loud  but  deep  ;  mouth-honour,  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not. 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pieafurc  ? 

Macb.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  All  is  confirmed,  my  Lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb.  I'll  fight,  'till  from  my  bones  my  flefh  is  hack?  5 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sey.  "lis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb.  I'll  put  it  on  :' 
/?end  out  more  horfes,  fkirr  the  country  round, 
B.m<*  thofc  lhat  ta'k  of  tear.     Give  me  mine  armour. 
How  does  your  patient,  Doctor  ? 

Docl.  Not  fo  ficlt,  my  Lord, 
As  ftie  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies. 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 
'    Macb.  Cure  her  of  that  t 
Qanft  thou  not  minifter  to  minds  difeas'd, 
l>luck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow, 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  j 
And  with  fome  fvveet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cieanfe  the  foil  bofom  of  that  perilous  fluff 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Docl.  Therein  the  patient 
Muft  minifter  unto  himfelf. 

Macb.  Throw  phyfick  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it- 
Come,  put  my  armour  on,  give  me  my  ftaff, 
Seyton,  (end.  out-.-  -Doctor,  the  Thanes  fly  from  me— 
Come,  Sir,  difpatch— If  thou  couldft,  Doctor,  call 
The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  difeafe, 
<  And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  healthy 
I  would  apolaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 

That 
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."hat  mould  applaud  again.     Pull't  off,  I  fay--— — 
iVhat,  rhubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug, 
Vould  fcour  thefe  Englijb  hence  ?  hear'ft  thou  of  them  ? 

Doc?.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  j  your  royal  preparation 
/lakes  us  hear  fomething. 

Mad>.  Bring  it  after  me  ; 

will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
Till  Birnatn  foreft  come  to  Dunfinane. 

Dotl.  Were  I  from  Dunfinane  away,  and  clear, 
'refit  again  mould  hardly  draw  me  here.    [Afide.  Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.     Birnam  Wood. 

« 
'.nfer  Malcolm,  Siward,  Macduff,  Siward's  Son,  Mentetlj, 
Cathnefs,  Angus,  and  Soldiers  marching. 

Mai  Coufin,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand 
1  "hat  chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Ment.  VVe  doubt  it  nothing. 

Situ.   What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Men:,   The  wood  of  Birnam. 

Mai.  Let  every  foldier  hew  him  down  a  bough, 
;\.nd  bear't  before  him  ;  thereby  ihall  we  fhadow 
(The  numbers  of  our  hofr,  and  make  difcov'ry 
i!rr  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Szw.  We  learn  no  other  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Ceeps  ftiil  in  Dun/inane,  and  will  endure 
Jur  fetting  down  before't. 

Mai.  'lis  his  main  hope  : 
:cr  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Joth  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  revolt; 
j\nd  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftrained  thing9, 
rVhofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  juft  cenfures 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
!  nduftrious  foldierfhip. 

Shu.  The  time  approaches, 
That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 
»Vhat  we  fhall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe  : 

Thought 
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Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfure  hopes  relate, 

But  certain  iflue  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate, 

Towards  which,  acvance  the  war.        [Exeunt  marching, 

SCENE     V.     Dunsinane. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and Soldiers  ivith  drums  and  colours, 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outv/2rd  wall?, 
The  cry  is  ftill,  They  come :  our  cattle's  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  fiege  to  fcorn.     Mere  let  them  lie, 
"I'i  1  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up  : 
Were  they  not  *  'fore'd  with  thofe  that  fhould  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.     What  is  that  noife  ? 

[Aery  ivirhin  of  Women, 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb-  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears  : 
The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-ihriek,  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  rouze,  and  ftir 
As  life  were  in\t.     I  have  forfeited  with  horrors, 
Direnefs  familiar  to  my  flaught'rous  thoughts 
Cannot  now  ftart  me.     Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Sey.   The  Queen  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  mould  have  dy'd  hereafter  5 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. 
To-morrow,  and  to  morrow,  and  to-morrow 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time  ; 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dulky  f  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  I 
Life's  but  a  walking  ihadow,  a  poor  player, 
That  ftruts  and. frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 
Signifying  nothing.  Ente. 


*  For  re-infore'd. 


•f-  Duflcy  graves,  Rich.  Ill,  p.  245.  and  the  iy.fcrna 
Cod  it  caWd  dusfky  Dis,  Temp.  p.  47. 
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EnUr  a  MeJJlnger. 

Thru  conTft  to  ufe  thy  tongue  :  thy  ftory  quickly. 

Mtf.   My  gracious.  Lord, 
[  foould  report  that  which,  I'd  fay,  I  faw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do't. 

Math.  Well,  fay  it,  Sir. 

Mtf.  At  I  did  ftand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
[  look  d  toward  Bjrnam,  ajid  anon  methought 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar  and  Have  \  [Striking  him* 

MeJ.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if't  be  not  fo : 
Within  this  three  mile  you  may  fee  it  coming  j 
[  fay,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe, 
Jpon  the  next  tree  /halt  thou  hang  alive 
Till  famine  cling  thee  :  If  thy  fpeech  be  footb> 

care  not  if  thou  do'ft  for  me  as,  much. 

full  in  refolution,  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth.     Fear  not  'till  Birnam  ipwi 
Oo  come  to  Dunfinane,  and  now,  a  wood 
*omes  toward  Dunfinane.     Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 
f  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear, 
There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here  j 

'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  fun, 
knd  wiih  the  ftate  o'th'  world  were  now  undone, 
ting  the  alarum  bell,  blow  wind,  come  wrack, 
\t  leaft  we'll  die  with  harnefa  on  our  back.        [Extw::* 

SCENE     VI.      Before  Dunfinane. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  Macduff,  and  their  Army, 
'with  Boughs, 

Mai.  Now  near  enough :  your lcavy  fcreens  throw  down. 
And  fhew  like  thofe  you  are.     You  (worthy  unclq) 
hall  with  my  coufin,  your  right  noble  fon, 
•ead  our  firft  battle.     Brave  Macduff  and  w<4 
'hall  take  upon's  what  elfe  remains  to  da, 
According  to  our  order. 

Siw,  Fare  you  well : 
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Let  us  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Macd.  Makeall  our  trumpets fpeak,  givethem  all  breath, 
Thofe  clam'rous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death.    [Exeunt. 

[Alarumt  continued. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  They've  ty'd  me  to  a  ftake,  I  cannot  fly, 
But  bear-like  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.     What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  i  fuch  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  Siward. 

To.  Siw.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Macb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

%o.  Siw.  No  t  though  thou  call'ft  thyfelf  a  hotter  name 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb.  My  name's  Macbeth. 

To.  Siw.  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Si.  Thou  lyeft,  abhorred  tyrant  j  with  my  fword 
I'll  prove  the  lye  thou  fpeak'ft. 

[Fight,  and  young  Siward' s  Jlaitt* 

Macb.  Thou  waft  born  of  woman  ; 
But  fwords  I  fmile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandifh'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.  [Exit, 

A'arums.     Enter  Macduff. 
Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is :  Tyrant,  ftiew  thy  face  j 
If  thou  be'ft  (lain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine, 
My  wife  and  children's  ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill. 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kerns,  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  ftaves  :  Or  thou,  Macbeth, 
Or  elfe  my  fword  with  an  unbatter'd  edge 
I  fheath  again  undeeded.     There  thou  ftiouldft  be—— • 
By  this  great  clatter  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited.     Let  me  find  him,  fortune  !  and 
More  I  beg  not.  [Exit.  Alarum. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Siward. 
Siw.  This  way,  my  Lord  j  the  caftle's  gently  render'd : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  fides  do  fight, 

The 
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The  noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war, 
The  day  ahnoft  itfelf  profeffes  yours. 
And  little  is  to  dot 

Mai.  We've  met  with  foes 
That  ftrike  belidc  us. 

She.  Enter,  Sir,  the  caftle.  [Exeunt.     Alarum. 

SCENE    VII. 
Enter  Macbeth. 
j     Macb.  Why  mould  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
;  3n  mine  own  fword  ?  whilft  I  fee  live,",  the  gafties 
)o  better  upon  them. 

To  him,  enter  Macduff 

Macdr  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Macb.  Of  all  men  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
?ut  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charg'd 
N'xth  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I've  no  words, 
Ay  voice  is  in  my  fword.     Thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out !  [Fight.     Alarum. 

Macb.  Thou  lofeft  labour, 
^s  eafy  may'ft  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
Vith  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  : 
•et  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts, 
bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
^o  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd.  Defpair  thy  charm, 
ind  let  the  angel  whom  thou  (till  haft  ferv'd 
"ell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  wemb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo  $ 
or  it  hath  covv'd  my  better  part  of  man  : 
wnd  be  thefe  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd, 
'hat  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe  j 
'hat  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear, 
.nd  break  it  to  our  hope  !   I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 

nd  live  to  be  the  fhew,  and  gaze  o'th'  time. 

fe'U  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monfters  are, 

Painted 
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Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  under-writ, 
Here  may  you  fee  the  tyrant. 

Macb.  I'll  not  yield 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet, 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curfe. 
Though  Birnatn  wood  be  come  to  Dun/inane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born ; 
Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.     Before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  fhield.     Lay  on,  Macduff, 
And  damn'd  be  he,  that  firfl  cries  hold,  enough. 

[Exeunt  fghting.     ATarut 

SCENE     VIII. 

Retreat  and fiour'ijb.     Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Mai 
colm,  Sivvard,  Roffe,  Thanes,  and  Soldiers. 

Mai.  I  would  the  friends  we  mifs  were  fafe  arriv'd. 

Siiv.  Some  muft  go  off :  and  yet  by  thefc  I  fee, 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduff  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

R'ijje.  Your  fon,  my  Lord,  has  paid  a  foldier's  debt 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man, 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirm'd 
In  the  unmrinking  ftation  where  he  fought, 
But  lfke  a  man  he  dy'd. 

Siiv.  Then  is  he  dead  ? 

Roffe.  Ay,  and  brought  offthe  field :  your  caufe  of forri  j 
Mull  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siiv.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Rffe.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siiv.  Why  then,  God's  foldier  be  he  ! 
Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death  : 
And  fo  his  knell  is  knoll'd. 

Mai.  He's  worth  more  forrow, 
And  that  I'll  fpend  for  him. 

S:<w.  He's  worth  no  more  : 
They  fay  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore, 
So  G.d  be  with  him  !  here  comes  newer  comfort. 


The  'Tragedy  of  Macbeth.         14  ~ 

Enter  Macduff  with  Macbeth'*  bead. 
Maid.  Hail,  King  !  for  fo  thou  art.     Behold,  where 
[V  ufurper's  curfed  head  j  the  time  is  free  :         [(lands 
i  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  kingdom's  peers, 
rhat  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds: 
(Vhofe  voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine. 
3ail,  King  of  Scotland!  hail! 
All.  Hail,  King  of  Scotland !  [Ftourifbi 

Mai  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time 
tefcre  we  reckon  with  your  fev'ral  loves, 
\nri  make  us  even  with  you.     Thanes  and  kinfmen 
-lencerbrth  be  Earls,  the  raft  that  ever  Scotland 
n  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.     What's  more  to  do 
vVhich  would  be  pianted  newly  with  the  time 
\s  calling  home  our  exil'd  friends  abroad 
That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny, 
'reducing  forth  the  cruel  minifters 
)f  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  Queen  • 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,   by  /elf  and  violent  hand's 
fook  off  her  life  ;)  this,  and  what's  needful  eife 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  heaven 
*Ve  will  perform  in  meafure,  time,  and  place  • 
>o  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
iVhom  we  i-nvke  to  fee  u*  crown'd  at  Scone* 
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PROLOGUE, 

WN  Troy  there  lies  the  fane  :  front  Ifics  of  Greece 
■*-   The  Princes  orgillous,  their  high  blood  chaf\if 
Have  to  the  pert  of  Athens  fent  their  jhips^ 
Fraught  with  the  m'uifiers  and  ififlruments 
Of  cruel  ivar.      Sixty  a?/d  vine  that  wore 
"Their  crownets  regal,  from  th*  Athenian  hay 
Tuf  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  vow  is  wads. 
To  ranj'dck  Troy  ;  within  ivhofe firor.g  immures. 
The  ravijh'd  Helen,  Menelaus'  <$ueen, 
With  wanton  Paris  Jlceps,  and  that's  the  quarrel^ 

To  Tenedos  they  con:!: — 

And  the  deep-drawing  barks  do  there  difgorge 
Their  warlike  fraught  age.     Now  en  Dardan  plains. 
The  frefi  and  yet  unbru'ifed  Greeks  do  pitch 
Their  brave  pavilions.      Priam'f  ^.r  gates  Vth~  c:!y\ 
Dardan,  and  Thymbria,  Ilia,  Scaea,  Trojan, 
And  AntenOiiues,  -with  wafly  fiaples 
And  cor 'refpot five  and  full-filing  boltst 
Sperr  up  the  fom  of  Y toy, 
Now  Expectation  tickling  Jkittifh  jpirht 
On  one  and  other  foe,  Trojan  and  Greek, 
Sets  all  on  hazard.     Hither  am  I  come 
A  Prologue  arm  d,  but  not  in  confidence 
Of  Author  s pen,  or  Aclor's.  Voice  j  but  fuited 
In  like  conditions  as  cur  argument  j 
Tc  tell  you  (fair  beho'ders)  that  cur  phy 
Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt  and  fir  filings  cfthofe  broil:3 
Ginning  Vtb"  middle  ;  ftartirg  thence  away 
To  what  may  be  digejied  ;«  a  Play. 
Like,  or  find fault,  do  as  your  pleasures  are, 
Now  good,  or  bad,  'tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 
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Dramatis  Persons, 


Priam, 

Hector, 

Troil  us, 

Paris, 

Peipkobus, 

Helen  us, 

./Eneas, 

Pandar  us, 

Antenor, 

A  bajiardj-itt  of  Priam 

Agamimno n,    ~* 

Achilles, 

Ajax, 

Menelaus, 

Ul  ysse?, 

Nestor, 

Diomedes, 

Patroclus, 

Thersites, 

Calchas,  J 

Helen,  Wife  to  Menelaus,  in  Love  ivith  Paris, 
Andromache,  Wife  to  Hector. 
Cassandra,  Daughter  to  Priam,  a  Ptophetefs. 
Cress  id  a,  Daughter, to  Calchas,  (h  Love  iviib  Troilus^ 

Alexander,  Servant  to  Creflida. 
Boy,  Page  to  Troilusi 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  i'/;ih  other  Attendants* 
SCENE  Troy  and  the  Giecian  Camp.    , 

The  Story  originally  written  by  Lo]]i'is  an    old  Lombard 
Author,  arifmce  by  Chaucer. 

Jt  is  alfo  found  in  an  old  Eng  lifh  Steiy-book  '-file  three  d'~ 
flrutlior.s  of 'Troy,  frcm.'whkl       a      of  the  arcut- 
in  this  Plav  are-  bprrvyfd)  liny  being  to  he  found  no  where 
elfc.  - 
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*Troilus  ##</  Creffida. 


ACT    I.    SCENE   I. 

Priam's  Palace  within  the  walls  of  Troy,  hut  fuppofed  to 
have  a  Jit  u  at  ion  a  little  diftancefrcm  the  reft  ofthe'dtyt 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  Troilus. 

Troi.  ^^N  ALL  here  my  varlet,  I'll  unarm  again. 

■  Why/hould  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy 9 

^__>l   That  find  fuch  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan  that  is  mafter  of  his  heart, 
Let  him  to  field,  Troilus  alas.!   hath  none. 
Pan.  Will  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended  ? 
Troi.  TheGreeks  areftrong,  and  Ikilful  to  their  ftrength, 
ierce  to  their  /kill,  and  to  their  fiercenefs  valiant. 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 

*  Before  this  Play  of  Troilus  and  Creffida  printed  in 
'■6og  is  a  Bcokfcller's  preface,  Jhewing  that  firji  imprefiion 
o  ha-ve  been  before  the  Play  had  been  afted,  and  that  it 
vas publijhed  without  Shakefpear'j  knowledge  from  a  copy 
hat  had  fallen  into  the  Bookseller's  hands.  Mr,  Dryden 
binks  this  one  of  the  fir  ft  of  our  Author  s  Plays:  But  on 
be  contrary,  it  way  be  judgd  from  the  ■  forementiond 
*reface  that  it  was  one  of  his  loft  ;  and  the  great  number 
f  observations,  both  moral  and  politick,  (with  which  this 
iece  is  a-ouded  more  than  any  other  of  bis)  feems  to  confirm 
>a?  opinion* 

Tamer 
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Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorancej 
Lefs  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night, 
And  fkill-lefs  as  unpra&is'd  infancy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  yaru  enough  of  this :  for  my 
fart,  I'll  not  meddle  nor  make  any  farther.  He  that 
will  have  a  cake  out  of  the  wheat,  mull  tarry  the 
grinding. 

Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding;  but  you  muft  tarry  the 
boulting. 

'Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,the  boulting;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  leav'ning. 

Troi.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leav'ning  :  but  here's  yet  in  the  word 
hereafter,  the  kneading,  the  making  of  the  cake,  the 
heating  of  the  oven,  and  the  baking  j  nay,  you  muft  fray 
the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  lips. 

Troi.  Patience  herfelf,  what  Goddefs  e'er  fhe  be, 
Doth  not  lefs  blench  at  fufFerance  than  I  do  : 
At  Priam's  royal  table  I  do  fit  j 
And  when  fair  Crejfid  comes  into  my  thoughts,—-— 
So,  traitor! when  fhe  comes?  when  is  fhe  thence? 

Pan.  Well,  fhe  look'd  yefternight  fairer  than  ever  I 
faw  her  look,  or  any  woman  elfe. 

Troi.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,  when  my  heart 
As  wedged  with  a  figh  would  rive  in  twain, 
Left  HeElor  or  my  father  fhould  perceive  me, 
I  have  (as  when  the  fun  doth  light  a  ftorm) 
Buried  this  figh  in  wrinkle  of  a  fmile: 
But  forrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  feeming  gladnefi;, 
Is  like  the  mirth  fate  turns  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Pan.  An  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than  Helen  $ 
—well,  go  to,  there  were  no  more  comparison  between 
the  women.  But  for  my  part  fhe  is  my  kinfwoman,  I 
would  not  (as  they  term  it  praife  her— but  I  would  fome« 
body  had  heard  her  talk  yefterday,  as  I  did:  I  will  not 
difpraife  your  fifter  Cajfandra's  wit,  but— — — 

Troi.  O  Pandarus!  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus-  <  ■ 
When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  li*  diown'd, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 

They 
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They  lie  indrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 

In  Crejjid\  love  :  thou  anfwer'ft,  Jhe  is  fair j 

Pourft  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart 

Her  eyes,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gate,  her  voice; 

Handler*  in  thy  difcourfe O  that !  her  hand  1 

In  whofe  comparifon,  all  whites  are  ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach,  to  whofe  foft  feizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harfh,  to  t.V  fpirit  of  fenfe  ■ 
Hard  as  the  paim  of  ploughman  :  this  thou  tell'ft  me, 
-As  true  thou  tell'ft  me,  when  I  fay  I  love  her: 
But  faying  thus,  inftead  of  oil   and  balm, 
Thou  lay'ft  in  every  gam  that  love  hath  giv'n  me, 
The  knife  that  mad»e  it. 

Pan.  I  fpeak  no  more  than  truth. 

Troi.  Thou  doft  not  fpeak  fo  much. 

Pan.  'Faith,  I'll  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as  ffis 
is,  if  me  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her $  an  fhe  be  not, 
ihe  has  the  'mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Troi.  Good  Pandarus  j  how  now,  Pandarus? 

Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought 
f.on  of  her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you :  gone  between  and 
between,  but  fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Troi.  What,  art  thou  angry,  Pandarus  f  what,  with  me? 

Pan.  Becaufe  me  is_kin  to  me,  therefore  (he's  not  fo 
fair  as  Helen  •  an  fhe  were  not  kin  to  me,  fhe  would 
be  as  fair  on  Friday,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what 
care  I?  I  care  not  an  fhe  were  a  black-a-moor,  'tis  all 
one  to  me. 

Troi.  Say  I,  me  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's  a 
fool  to  ftay  behind  her  father  :  let  her  to  the  Greeks,  and 
fo  I'll  tell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her  :  for  my  pait,  I'll 
meddle  nor  make  no  more  i'th'  matter, 

Troi.  Pandarus" 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Troi.  Sweet  Pandarus-——' 

Pan.  'Pray  you  fpeak  no  more  to  me ;  I  will  leave  all 
as  I  found  it,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exit  Pandarus. 

[Sound  Alay  urn. 

Troi. Peace,y ou  ungracious  clamours !  peace,r ude founds ! 

Fools 
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Fools  on  both  fides.     Helen  mult  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  Argument, 
It  is  too  ftarvM  a  fubjecl  for  my  fword  j 

But  Pandarus O  Gods !  how  do  you  plague  me! 

I  cannot  come  to  Crejfid,  but  by  Pandarus  j 
And  he's  as  teachy  to  be  woo'd  to  wooe, 
As  flie  is  ftuborn,  chaft,  againft  all  fuit. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
What  Creffid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we: 
Ker  bed  is  India,  there  me  lies  a  pearl  j 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  fhe  refides, 
Let  it  be  cali'd  the  wild  and  wand'ring  flood, 
Qurfelf  the  merchant,  and  this  failing  Pandar 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

SCENE     II. 

Alarum.     Enter   JEnzzz. 

JEne.  How  now,  Prince  Troilus?  wherefore  noti'th* 
field  ? 

Troi.  Becaufe  not  there  $  this  woman's  anfwer  fortf* 
For  womanilh  it  is  to  be  from  thence  : 
What  news,  ASneas,  from  the  field  to-day? 

A£ne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home  and  hurt* 

Troi.  By  whom,  Apneas? 

JEne.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 

Trot.  Let  Paris  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  tofcorn, 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Menelaus"  horn.  [Alarum% 

Aim.  Hark,  what  good  fport  is  out  of  town  to-day? 

Trot.  Better  at  home,  if,  would  I  might  I  were,  may. 
But  to  the  fport  abroad are  you  bound  thither? 

Alne.  In  all  fwift  hafte. 

Tro'i.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     III. 
Betiveen  the  Palace  and  the  City. 
Enter  Creflida  and  a  Servant,  named  Alexander. 

Cre.  Who  were  thofe  went  by? 
Ser.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 
Cre.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Ser 
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Ser,  Up  to  th'  eaftern  tower, 
Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjedl:  all  the  vale, 
To  fee  the  fight.     Heclor,  whole  patience 
Is,  as  the  virtue,  fix'd,  to-day  wasmov'd: 
He  chid  Andromache,  and  ftruck  his  armorer, 
And  like  as  there  were  hufbandry  in  war, 
Before  the  fun  rofe,  he  was  harnefs-dight. 
And  to  the  field  goes  he;  where  ev'ry  flower, 
Did  as  a  prophet  -weep  what  it  forefaw, 
In  Heclor's  wrath. 

Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 

Ser.  The  noife  goes  thus ;  There  is  among  the  Greeks^ 
A  Lord  of  Trojan  blood,  nephew  to  Heclor, 
They  call  him  A] ax. 

Cre.  Good;   and  what  of  him  ? 

Ser.  They  fay  he  is  a  very  man  per  re,  and  fiands  alone. 

Cre.  So  do  all  men,  unlefs  they  are  drunk,  fick,  or 
have  no  legs. 

Ser.  This  man,  Lady,  hath  robb'd  many  beafts  of  their 
particular  additions;  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lion,  churlifh 
as  the  bear,  flow  as  the  elephant ;  a  man  into  whom 
nature  hath  fo  crouded  humours,  that  his  valour  is  crufht 
into  folly,  his  folly  fauced  with  difcretion  :  there  is  no  man 
hath  a  virtue,  thathehath  not  a  glimpfe  of,  nor  any  man 
an  attaint,  bat  he  carries  fome  ftain  of  it.  He. is  melan- 
choly without  caufe,  and  merry  againft  the  hair ;  he  li2th 
the  joints  of  every  thing,  but  every  thing  fo  out  of  joint, 
that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many  hands  and  of  no  ufe$ 
or  a  purblind  Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre.  But  how  fhould  this  man  (that  makes  me  fmile) 
make  KeElor  angry  ? 

Ser.  They  fay,  he  yefterday  cop'd  Heclor  in  the  battle 
and  {truck  him  down,  the  difdain  and  fliame  whereof 
hath  ever  fince  kept  Heclor  fading  and  waking. 

SCENE    IV.    Enter  Pandaras, 

Cre.  Who  comes  here? 

Ser,  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus, 

Cre.  Heclor  s  a  gallant  man. 

Sen  As  may  be  in  the  world,  Lady, 
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Par..  What's  that?  what's  that? 

Cre.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus- 

Pan.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Crejfid :  what  do  you  talk 

of?  good  morrow,  Alexander. How  do  you,  coufin  ? 

when  were  you  at  Ilium?  * 

Cre.  This  morning,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came?  wa9 
HeEior  arm'd  and  gone,  ere  he  came  to  Ilium?  Helen  was 
not  up ?  was  me? 

Cre.  HeEior  was  gone,  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

Pan,  E'en  fo$  HeEior  was  ftirring  early. 

Cre.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry  ? 

Cre.  So  he  fays  here. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  fo;  I  know  the  caufe  too:  he'll 
lay  about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that;  and  there's 
Troilus  will  not  come  far  behind  him,  let  them  take  heed 
of  Troilus  ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cre.  What,  is  he  angry  too. 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus?  Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the 
two. 

Cre.  Oh  Jupiter!  there's  no  comparifon. 

Pan.  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  HeEior?  do  you 
know  a  man  if  you  fee  him  ? 

Cre.  Ay,  if  I  ever  faw  him  before,  and  knew  him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  fay  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

Cre.  Then  you  fay,  as  I  fay,  for  I  am  fure  he  is  not 
HeEior? 

Pan-  No,  nor  HeEior  is  not  Troilus,  in  fome  degrees, 

Cre.  'Tis  juft  to  each  of  them,  he  is  himfelf. 

Pan,  Himfelf?  alas  poor  Troilus !  I  would  he  were., 

Cre.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  On  condition  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  India. 

Cre,  He  is  not  HeEior. 

Pan.  Himfelf!  no,  he's  not  himfelf ;  would  he  were 
himfelf!  well,  the  Gods  are  above,  time  trkuft  friend  or 
end j    well,   Troilus,  well!    I   would    my    heart   were 

*  Throughout  this  Play  the  name  of  Ilium  fccmt-  U  be 
given  onlj  to  t  be  fakes  of  Priam, 

in 
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In  her  body— —no,  Heclor  is  not  a  better  man,  than 
Troths, 

Cre.  Excufe  me. 

Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th'  other's  not  come  to't,  you  fhall  tell  me  an* 
other  tale  when  th'  other's  come  to't,  Heclor  mall  not 
have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cre.  He  fhall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Nor  his  qualities. 

Cre,  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.   'Tould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Pan.  You  have  no. judgment,  niece;  Helen  herfelf 
fwore  th'  other  day,  that  Troilus  for  a  brown  favour,  (for 
(b  'tis  I  muft  confefs)  not  brown  neither 

Cre.  No,  but  brown. 

Pan.  'Faith,  to  fay  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 

Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'd  his  complexion  above  Paris 's, 

Cre.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Pan.  So  he  has. 

Cre.  ThznTroilus  mould  have  too  much?  if  mc  prais'd 
him  about  his  complexion  as  higher  than  his,  he  having 
colour  enough,  the  other  higher  is  too  flaming  a  praife  for 
a  good  complexion.  I  had  as  lieve  Helens  golden  tongue 
had  commended  Troilus  for  a  copper  nofe. 

Pan.  I  fwear  to  you,  I  think  Helen  loves  him  better 
than  Paris, 

Cre.  Then  /he's  a  merry  Greek  indeed. 

Pan.  Nay,  I  am  fure  me  does.  She  came  to  him  th* 
other  day  into  the  compaft  window  j  and  you  know  he 
has  not  paft  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cre.  Indeed  a  tapfter's  arithmetick  may  foon  bring  his 
particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why,  he  is  very  young,  and  yet  will  he  within 
three  pound  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  Heclor. 

Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter? 

Pan,  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves   him,  me 

came  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin. 
Vot,  VIII,  O  Gen 
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Cre.  Juno  have  mercy,  how  came  it  cloven  ? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know  'tis  dimpled.  I  think  his  fmiling 
becomes  him  better,  than  any  man  in  all  Pbrygia, 

Cre.  Oh,  he  fmiles  valiantly. 

Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  O  yes,  as  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan,  Why,  go  to  then but  to  prove  to  you  that 

Helen  loves  Troilus. 

Cre.  Troilus  will  ftand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove 
it  fo. 

Pan.  Troilus?  why,  he  efteems  her  no  more,  than  I 
efteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg,  as  well  as  you  love  an 
idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'th  fhell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  chute  but  laugh  to  think  how  fhe  tickled 
his  chin ;  indeed  me  has  a  marvellous  white  hand,  X 
muft  needs  confefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  me  takes  upon  her  to  fpy  a  white  hair  on 
his  chin. 

Cre.  Alas,  poor  chin!  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan.  But  there  was  fuch  laughing.  Queen  Hecuba 
laught  that  her  eyes  run  o'er. 

Cre.   With  milftones. 

Pan.  And  Cajfar.dra  laught, 

Cre.  But  there  was  more  temperate  fire  under  the  pot 
of  her  eyes  j  did  her  eyes  run  o'er  too  t 

Pan.   And  ILclor  laught. 

Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 

Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair,  that  Helen  fpioJ  on 
Troilus^  chin. 

Cre.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair,  i  fnould  have  laught 
too. 

Pan.  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  hair  as  at  his 
pretty  anfwer. 

Cre.  What  was  his  anfwer  ? 

Pan.  Quoth  fhe,  here's  but  one  and  fifty  hairs  on  your 
chin,  and  one  of  them  is  white. 

Cre.  This  is  her  quetiion. 

Pan.  That's  true,  make  no  <jue£Hon  of  that i  one  and* 
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fifty  hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white  j  that  white  hair  is 
my  father,  and  all  the  reft  are  his  fons.  Jtipitet !  quoth 
flu1,  which  of  thefe  hairs  is  Paris  my  hufband  ?  the  forked 
cue,  quoth  he,  pluck'tout  and  give  it  him  :  but  there  was 
fuch  laughing,  and  Helen  fo  bluih'd,  and  Part's  fo  chaft, 
and  all  the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  paft.  * 

Cre.  So  let  it  now,  for  it  has  been  a  great  while  going 
by. 

Pan.  Well,  coufin,  I  told  you  a  thing  yefterday  j  think 
©n't. 

C'v.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  fworn  'tis  truej  he  will  weep  to  you  as 
'twere  a  man  born  in  April.  [Sound  a  retreat. 

Cre.  And  111  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  as  'twere  a  nettle 
againft  May. 

Pat:.  Kar'c,  they  are  coming  from  the  field ;  fhall  we 
£and  up  here  and  fee  them  as  they  pafs  towards  Ilium  ? 
good  niece,  do,  fweet  niece  CrcJJida. 

Cre.  At  your  pleafure.  ■ 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place,  here  we 
may  fee  molt  bravely  ;  I'll  tell  you  them  all  by  their 
names,  as  they  pafs  by  ;  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  reft, 

/Eneas  pajfes  over  the  Stage, 

Cre.  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pan.  That's  JEneas ;  is  not  that  a  brave  man?  he's 
•ne  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you  j  but  mark 
Troilus,  you  /hall  fee  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  ? 

Antenor  pajfes  over  the  Stage. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor;  he  has  a  fhrewd  wit,  I  can  tell 
you,  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  j  he's  one  o'  th'  founded 
judgment  in  Troy  whofoever,  and  a  proper  man  of  per- 
ion  5  when  comes  Troilus?  I'll  (hew  you  Troilus  anon  j 
if  he  fee  me,  you  (hall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 

Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 

Pan.  You  (hall  fee. 

Cre.  If  he  do  the  reft  (hall  have  none. 

*  See  a  note  in  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windfor,  p.  190. 
O  z  Hedor 
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Hector  pajfes  ever. 

Pan.  That's  Heeler,  that,  that,  ]ook  you,  that:  there's 
a  fellow  !  go  thy  way,  Heilor ;  there's  a  brave  man, 
niece :  O  brave  Heclor  f  look  how  he  looks :  there's  a 
countenance !  is't  not  a  brave  man  ? 

Cre.  O  brave  man  ! 

Pan.  Is  he  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good, --look  you 
what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet,  look  you  yonder,  do  you 
fee?  look  you  there:  there's  no  jeft'ing  •  there's  laying 
on,  tak't  off  who  will,  as  they  fay  5  there  be  hacks. 

Cre.  Be  thole  with  fwords  ? 

Paris  pajfes  ever. 

Pan.  Swords,  any  thing,  he  cares  not,  an  the  devil 
come  to  him,  it's  all  one  j  by  godslid,  it  does  one's  heart 
good.  Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris:  look 
ye  yonder,  niece,  is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not  ? 
•why,  this  is  brave  now;  who  (aid  he  came  home  hurt 
to-day?  he's  not  hurt:  why,  this  will  do  Helen  $  heart 
good  now,  ha !  would  I  could  fee  Troilus  now  j  you  ih all 
fee  Troilus  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that? 

Helenus  pajfes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Helenus.     I  marvel  where  Troilus  is  s 

that's  Helenus 1  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day; 

that's  Helenus. 

Cre.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

Pan.  Helenus?  no — yes,  he'll  fight  indifferent  well— 
J  marvel  where  Troilus  is:  hark,  do  you  not  hear  the 
people   cry  Troilus  f  Helenus  is  aprieft. 

Cre.  What  fneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 
Troilus  paJJ'es  over. 

Pan.  Where!  yonder?  that's  Deiphobus.  'Tis  Troilus f 
there's  a  man,  niece—  -hem—brave  Troilus!  the  prince 
of  chivalry. 

Cre.  Peace,  for  ihame,  peace. 

Pan.  Mark  him,  note  him  :  O  brave  Troilus!  look  well 
upon  him4  niece,  look  you  how  his  fword  is  bloodied,  and 
his  helm  more  hack'd  than  Heclor  s,  and  how  he  looks, 
and  how  he  goes !  O  admirable  youth :  he  ne'er  faw  three- 

umU 
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»n3-twenty.  Go  thy  way,  Troilus,  go  thy  wiy  ;  had  I  a 
•£fter  were  a  Grace,  and  a  daughter  a  Goddcfs,  he  fhould 
take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man!  Paris?  Paris  is  dirt 
to  him,  and  I  warrant  Helen  to  change  would  give  money 
to  boot. 

Enter  common  Soldiers. 

Cre.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  AfTes,  fools,  dolts,  chaft  and  bran,  chaffand  bran; 
jwrrid^e  after  meat.  I  could  live  and  die  i'th'  eyes  of 
Trcllus.  Ne'er  look,  ne'er  lookj  the  eagles  are  gone; 
crows  and  daws,  crows  and  daws.  I  had  rather  be  fuch  a 
man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Cre.  There  is  among  the  Greeks  Achilles,  a  better  man 
than  Troilus. 

Pa,,.  Achilks  f  a  dray-man,  a  porter,  a  very  camel. 

Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well— why,  have  you  any  difcretion  ?  have 
you  any  eyes  ?  do  you  know  what  a  man  is  ?  is  not  birth, 
beauty,  good  fhape,  difcoirfe,  manhood, learning,  gentle- 
nefs,  virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  fo  forth,  the  fpice  and, 
fait  that  feafons  a  man? 

Cre.  Ay,  a  mine'd  man,  and  then  to  be  bak'd  with  no 
date  in  the  pye,  for  then  the  man's  dite  is  out. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another  woman,  one  knows  not  at 
what  ward  you  lie. 

Cre.  Upon  my  back  to  defend  my  belly;  upon  my  wit, 
to  defend  my  wiles  ;  upon  my  fecrefy,  to  defend  mine 
honefty  ;  my  mark  to  defend  my  beauty,  and  you  to  de- 
fend all  thefe:  at  all  thefe  wards  I  lie,  and  at  a  thoufand 
watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that,  and  that's  one  of 
the  chiefeft  of  them  too  ;  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would 
not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the 
blow,  unlefs  it  fwell  paft  hiding,  and  then  it  is  part 
watching. 

Pan.  You  arc  fuch  another  ! 

Enter  Boy. 

Bey.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  initantly  fpeak  with  you. 

Pan,  Where  ? 

O  3  By\ 
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Boy,  At  your  own  houfe,  there  he  unarms  him. 

Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  j  I  doubt  he  be  hurt. 
Fare  ye  well,  good  niece. 

Crs.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.  I'll  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 

Cre.  To  bring,  uncle 

Pan,  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus, 

Cre.  By  the  fame  token,  you  are  a  bawd,     [Exit  Pan* 
Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  love's  full  facrifice, 
He  offers  in  another'6  enterprize : 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand-fold  I  fee. 
Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandar\  praife  may  be, 
Yet  hold  I  oft".     Women  are  angels  wooing. 
Things  won  are  done,  the  fours  joy  lies  in  doing: 
That  She  belov'd  knows  nought  that  knows  not  this  j 
Men  priz-e  the  thing  ungain'd,  more  than  it  is. 
That  She  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got,  fo  fweet,  as  when  defire  did  fue : 
Achievement  is  command  \  ungain'd,  bejccch. 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach  j 
That  though  my  heart's  content  *  firm  love  doth  bear, 
Nothing  of  that  fhall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  [Exit. 

SCENE    V. 

Agamemnon's  Tent  in  the  Grecian  Camp.     Trumpets, 
Enter  Agamemnon,  Neftor,  Ulyfles,  Diomedes,  Menelaus^ 

toiib  othe>zs 

J?ga.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  fet  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  j 
The  ample  propofition  that  hope  makes 
In  all  defigns  begun  on  earth  below, 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largenefs;  checks  and  difafleTd 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  higheft  rear'd: 
As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap 
Infect  the  found  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor,  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  Jhort  of  our  fuppofe  io  far, 
That  after  fev'n  years  fiege,  yet  Troy  walls  (land? 

*  By  Content  here  is  meant  Capacity, 

SitW 
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Sith  every  action,  that  hath  gone  before, 

Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 

Bias  and  thwart ;   not  aniwering  the  aim, 

And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 

That  gave't  furmifed  fhape.     Why  then,  you  Princes, 

Do  you  with  cheeks  abafli'd  behold  our  works, 

And  think  them  fhame,  which  arc,  indeed,  nought  elfc 

But  the  protra&ive  trials  of  great  Jove, 

To  find  perfiftive  conftancy  in  men  ? 

The  finenefs  of  which  metal  is  not  found 

In  fortune's  love  ;  for  there,  the  bold  and  coward, 

The  wife  and  fool,  the  artift  and  unread, 

The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd,  and  kin  ; 

But  in  the  wind  and  tempeft  of  her  frown, 

Diftincliom  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan 

Furring  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away  ; 

And  what  hath  mafs  or  matter,  by  itfelf 

Lies  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingied. 

Neji.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godlike  feat, 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nejior  mall  apply 
Thy  lateft  words.     In  the  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  the  fea  being  fmooth, 
How  many  {hallow  bauble  boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  breaft,  making  their  way 
With  thofe  of  nobler  bulk  ! 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Tbct:sy  and  anon,  behoLd, 
Th*  ftrong-ribb'd  bark  thro'  liquid  mountains  cuts, 
Bounding  between  the  two  moift  elements, 
Like  Pet-feus'  horfe  :   Where's  then  the  fawcy  boat, 
Whofc  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  Greatnefs  ?  or  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toaft  for  Neptune.     Even  (o 
Doth  valour's  {hew  and  valour's  worth  divide 
In  ftcrms  of  fortune.     For  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize 
Than  by 'the  tyger  :   but  when  fplitting  winds 
Make  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flies  get  under  (hade  ,•   the  thing  of  courage 
As  rouz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize, 

And 
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And  with  an  accent  tun'd  in  felf-fame  key 
Replies  to  chiding  fortune.  * 

Ulyj.  Agamemnon, 
Thou  great  commander,  nerve  and  bone  of  Greecet 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  foul,  and  only  fpirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  fhut  up  :  hear  what  UlyJJ'cs  ipeaks, 
Eefides  th'  applaufe  and  approbation 
The  which,  moft  mighty  for  thy  place  and  fway, 

[To  Agamemnon. 
And  thou,  moft  rev' rend  for  thy  ftretcht-out  life,  [TsNeft. 
1  give  to  both  your  fpeeches,  which  were  fuch 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brafs ;   and  fuch  again 
As  venerable  Nejlor  (hatch'd  in  filver) 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air,  ftrong  as  the  axle-tree 
On  which  heav'n  rides,  knit  all  the  Grecian  ears 
To  his  experienc'd  tongue  :  yet  let  it  pleaie  both 
(Though  great  and/wife)  to  hear  Ulyjfes  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak,  Prince  of  Ithaca  :  we  lefs  expect 
That  matter  needlefs,  of  importlefs  burden, 
Divide  thy  lips ;  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Therjites  opes  his  maftiffjaws, 
We  fhali  hear  mufick,  wit,  and  oracle. 

Ulyf.  Troy,  yet  upon  her  bafis,  had  been  down, 
And  the  great  HecloSs  fword  had  lack'd  a  matter, 
But  for  thefe  inftances. 
The  fpecialty  of  rule  hath  been  negle&ed  ; 
And  look  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  ftand 
Upon  this  plain,  fo  many  hollow  factions. 
When  that  the  geneial  is  not  like  the  hive, 
To  which  the  foragers  fliali  all  repair, 
What  honey  is  expected  ?  degree  being  vizarded, 
Th'  unworthieft  ihews  as  fairly  in  the  mafk. 
The  heav'ns  themfelves,  the  planets,  and  this  center, 
Obferve  degree,  priority  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form, 

*  It  is  faid  of  the  Tyger,  that  infioms  and  high  winds 
ie  rages  and  rears  mcji  furioujly, 

Office 
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Office  and  cuftom,  in  all  line  of  order  : 

And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet  Sol 

In  noble  eminence  emhron'd  and  fpher'd. 

Amidft  the  reft,  v/hofe  med'cinable  eye 

Corrects  the  ill  afpects  of  planets  evil, 

And  pofts  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 

Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.     But  when  the  planets 

Jn  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander, 

What  plagues,  and  what  portents,  what  mutiny  ! 

What  raging  of  the  fea  !  making  of  earth  ! 

Commotion  in  the  winds !  frights,  changes,  horrors, 

Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 

The  unity  and  married  calm  of ftates 

Quite  from  their  fixuie  !  when  degree  is  ffiaken, 

(Which  is  the  ladder  to  all  high  defigns) 

Then  enterprize  is  fick.     How  could  communities, 

Degrees  in  fchools,  and  brotherhoods  in  cities, 

Peaceful  commerce  from  dividable  mores, 

The  primogeniture,  and  due  of  birth, 

Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  fcepters,  lawrels, 

But  by  degree,  ftand  in  authentick  place  ? 

Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  firing, 

And  hark  what  difcord  follows  ;  each  thing  meets 

In  meer  oppugnancy.     The  hounded  waters 

Would  lift  their  bofoms  higher  than  the  fhores, 

And  make  a  fop  of  all  this  folid  globe  * 

Strength  would  be  lord  of  imbecillity, 

And  the  rude  fon  would  ftrike  his  father  dead  i 

Force  would  be  right ;  or  rather,  right  and  wrong. 

Between  whofe  endlefs  jar  juftice  prefides, 

Would  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  wrould  juftice  too. 

Then  every  thing  includes  itfelf  in  power, 

Power  into  will,  w  ill  into  appetite, 

And  appetite  an  univerfal  wolf, 

So  doubly  feconded  with  will  and  power 

Muft  make  p'erforce  an  univerfal  prey, 

And  laft  eat  up  itfelf.     Great  Agamemnon  I 

This  chaos,  when  degree  is  fuffocate, 

»~  Follows  the  choaking  ; 
And  this  negleclion  of  degree  is  it, 
That 
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"That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  in  a  purpofe 
It  hath  to  climb.     The  General's  difdain'd 
By  him  one  ftep  below  ;  he  by  the  next  j 
That  next  by  him  beneath  :   fo  every  ftep 
Exampled  by  the  firft  pace  that  is  fick 
Of  his  fuperior,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 
Of  pale  and  bloodlefs  emulation. 
And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 
Not  her  own  finews.     To  end  a  tale  of  length, 
%roy  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrength. 

Neft.  Moft  wifely  hath  UlyJJ'es  here  difcdVer'd 
The  fever,   whereof  all  our  power  is  Gck. 

Aga.  The  nature  of  the  licknefs  found,  VhJJest 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

Ulyj.  The  great  Achilles,  whom  opinion  crowns 
The  finew  and  the  fore-hand  of  our  holt, 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame, 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  defigns.     With  him  PaUoclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  bed,  the  live-long  day 
Breaks  fcurril  jefts  j 
And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  action 
(Which,  flanderer,  he  imitation  calls) 
He  pageants  us.     Sometimes,  great  Agamemnon^ 
Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on  ; 
And  like  a  ftruttiqg  player,  whofe  conceit 
•Lies  in  his  ham-ftring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  found 
'Twixt  his  ftretch'd  footing  and  the  fcaffoldage, 
Such  to-be-pitied  and  o'er-wrefted  feeminj: 
He  acls  thy  greatneis  in  :  and  when  he  fpeaks, 
*Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending  ;  with  terms  unfquarMj 
Which  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typbon  dropt 
Would  feem  hyperboles.     At  this  fufty  fluff 
The  large  Achilla,  on  his  preft-bed  lolling, 
From  his  deep  cheft  laughs  out  a  loud  applaufe  : 
Cries,  excellent!  ''tis  Agamemnon jufi  ! 

New  play  me  Neftor hum,  andjlroke  thy  beard f 

As  he,  being  ''drejl  tofome  oration. 

That's  done— as  near  as  the  extremeft  ends 

Of 
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Of  parallels ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife  : 
Yet  good  Achilles  frill  cries,  excellent  ! 
Tis  Neflor  right  !  now  play  him  v:e,  Patroclus, 
Sinning  to  answer  in  a  night- alarm  : 
And  then,  forfooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 
Mu ft  be  the  l'cene  of  mirth,  to  cough  and  fpit, 
And  with  a  palfy  fumbling  on  his  gorget, 

Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet at  this  fport, 

Sir  Valour  dies  ;  cries,  0  .'—enough,  Patroclus— — — * 
Or,  give  rm  ribs  cf  Jleel,  JJhallfplit  all 
JnpUafure  ofmyfpleen.     And  in  this  famion 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  ihapes, 
Sev'rals  and  gen'rals  though  of  grace  exact, 
Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  fpeech  for  truce, 
Succefs  or  lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ftuff  for  thefe  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Neft.  And  in  the  imitation  of  thefe  twain, 
(Whom,  as  UlyJJ'es  fays,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice)  many  are  infect  : 
yljax  is  grown  felf-wiiTd,  and  bears  his  head 
In  luch  a  rein,  in  full  as  proud  a  place, 
As  broad  Achilles  ;  keeps  his  tent  like  him  ; 
Makes  factious  feafts,  rails  on  our  ftate  of  war, 
Bold  as  an  oracle  ;  and  fets  Therfttes 
(A  ilave  whole  gall  coins  flander  like  a  mint) 
To  match  us  in  companions  with  dirt, 
To  weaken  and  difcredit  our  expofure, 
How  hard  foever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

UlyJ.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cowardife, 
Count  wifdom  as  no  member  of  the  war, 
Foie-ftall  our  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  a£t 
But  that  of  hand  :  the  flill  and  mental  parts, 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  fhall  ftrike 
When  fitnefi  calls  them  on,  and  know,  by  meafurc 
Of  their  obfervant  toil,  the  enemies  weight  ; 
Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  ; 
They  call  this  bed-work  mapp'ry,  clofet-war  : 
So  tha?  the  ram  that  batters  down  the  wall, 
For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize, 

They 
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They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine  5 
Or  thofe  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  fouls 
By  reafon  s;uide  its  execution. 

ftejl.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles''  horfe 
Makes  many  Thetis'  ions.  [Tucket  founds* 

Aga.  What  trumpet  ?  look,  Menclaus. 

Men.  From  Troy. 

SCENE     vr. 

Enter  -^Eneas. 

Aga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent  ? 

Aire.  Is  this  great  Agamemnon 's  tent,  I  pray  you  ? 

Aga.  Even  this. 

ALne.  May  one  that  is  a  herald  and  a  Prince, 
Do  a  fair  meffage  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Aga.  With  furety  ftronger  than  Achilles''  arm, 
'Fore  all  the  Greelijh  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  General. 

ASne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.     How  may 
A  itranger  to  thofe  moft  imperial  looks 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 

Aga.  How  ? 

Aine.  I  afk,  that  I  might  weaken  reverence, 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blufh 
Modeft  as  morning,  when  me  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Pkabus  : 
Which  is  that  God  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  f 

Aga.  This  Trojan  fcorns  us,  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

Aine.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm*d, 
As  bending  angels  5  that's  their  fame  in  peace  :j 
But  when  they  would  feem  foldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  arms,  ftrong  joints,  true  fwords  j  and^W's  accord, 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  Aineas, 
Peace,  Trojan,  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips ; 
The  worthinefs  of  praife  diftains  his  worth, 
If  he  that's  prais'd,  himfelf  bring  the  praife  forth  : 
What  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  brfath  feme  blow*;  that  praife  fole  pure  tranfeends, 
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Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  you xiztf  JEncai  ? 

ALnc,  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Aga.   What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 

Aine.  Sir,  pardon,  'tis  tor  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Aga.  He  hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from  Troy* 

Aine.  And  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whifper  him, 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awake  his  ear, 
To  fet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind, 
It  is  not  Agamemnon 's  fleeping  hour  ; 
That  thou  fhalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

Aim.  Trumpet,  blow  loud  : 
Send  thy  brafs  voice  through  all  thefe  lazy  tents  ; 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know 
What  Troy  means  fairly  fliall  be  fpdke  aloud. 

[The  trumpets  Jomd. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  Prince  calPd  He&or,  (Priam  is  his  father) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continu'd  truce 
Is  rufty  grown  3  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpole  fpeak  :  Kings,  Princes,  Lords, 
It'  there  be  one  amongft  the  fair'ft  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  eafe. 
That  feeks  his  praife  more  than  he  fears  his  peril, 
That  knows  his  valour  and  knows  not  his  fear, 
That  loves  his  miftreiV  more,  than  in  profefiion 
With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves, 
And  dares  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth 
In  other  arms  than  hers  :  to  him  this  challenge* 
Hetlor,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  beft  to  do  it. 
He  hath  a  Lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  arms  ; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call, 
Midway  between  your  tents  and  walls  of  Trey, 
To  rouze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 
If  any  come,  Hetlor  (hall  honour  him  : 
If  none,  he'll  fay  in  Troy  when  he  retires, 
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The  Grecian  dames  are  fun-burn't,  and  not  worth 
The  fplinter  or"  a  lance  ; even  fo  much. 

Aga.  This  mall  be  told  our  lovers,  Lord  A£ncas. 
If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We've  left  them  all  at  home  :  but  we  are  foldiersj 
And  may  that  foldier  a  mere  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 
That  one  meets  Hcclor  ;  if  none  e!fe,  I'm  he. 

Ncji.   Teil  him  of  Neftor\  one  that  was  a  man 
When  He£ldr%  grandfire  fuckt  ;  lie  is  old  now, 
Eut  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  hoft 
One  nobleman  that  hath  one  fpark  of  fire, 
To  anfwer  for  his  love  :  tell  him  from  me, 
I'll  hide  my  filver  beard  in  a  gold  beavcv, 
And  in  my  vantbrace  put  this  withered  brawn. 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him,  that  my  Lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandam,  and  as  chafte 
As  may  be  in  the  world,   his  youth  in  flood, 
I'll  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

Aire.  Now  heav'ns  forbid  fuch  fcaicity  of  youth  I 

Ulyf.  Amen  ! 

Aga.  Fair  Lord  Apneas,  let  rne  touch  your  hand  : 
To  our  pavilion  ihall  I  lead  you  firft  : 
Achilles,  ihall  have  word  of  this  intent, 
So  fhall  each  Lord  of  Greece  from  tent  to  tent  : 
Yourfelf  fhall  feaft  with  us  before  you  go, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE      VII. 
Mancnt  Ulyfles  and  Neftor. 
•     Ulyf.  Ncfrr! 

S.  What  fays  Ulvfes  f 
Ulyf.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain* 
Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  i'ome  ftape. 
Nefi.   What  is't  * 
Ulyf.  This  'tis  : 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots  ;  the  feeicd  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
Jo  rank  dchUks,  mult  or  now  be  crcvptj 
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Or,  fhedding,  breed  a  nuriery  of  like  evil 

To  over-bulk  us  all. 

Ntjl.  Well,  and  how  now  ? 

Ufjf.  This  challenge  that  the  valiant  Ilcclor  had", 

However  it  is  fpread  in  general  name, 

Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles. 

Ncft.  The  pnrpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  fubflance, 

Whofe  groflhefs  little  characters  fum  up  : 

And  in  the  publication,  make  no  frrain, 

But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 

A3  banks  of  Libya,   (tho"1  Apollo  knows, 

'Tis  dry  enough,)  will  with  great  lpeed  of  judgment, 

Ay,  with  celerity,  find  ife&or's  purpofe 

Pointing  on  him. 

Ulyf.  And  wake  him  to  theanfwer,  think  vou  ? 
Nejl.  Ves, 
It  is  moft  meet;  whom  may  you  elfe  oppofe 
That  can  from  Hccior  bring  his  honour  off, 
If  not  Achilles?  though  aVportful  combat 
Yet  in  this  trial  much  opinion  dwells. 
For  here  the  Trojans  tafte  our  dear'ft  repute 
With  their  fin'ft  palate  :  truft  to  me,  Ulfjfes, 
Our  imputation  mall  be  odly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  action.     For  the  fuccefs, 
Although  particular,  /hall  give  a  fcantling 
Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general  j 
And  in  fuch  indexes,  although  imall  pricks 
To  their  fubfequent  volumes,  there  is  fc&n. 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant-mafs 
Of  things  to  come,  at  large.     It  is  fuppos'd, 
He  that  meets  Heeler  i flues  from  our  choice  ; 
And  choice  being  mutual  act  of  all  our  fouls, 
Makes  merit  her  eledion  j   and  doth  boil 
As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  diftill'd 
Out  of  our  virtues  j  -who  mifcarrying, 
What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conqu'ring  part 
To  ileal  a  ftrong  opinion  to  themfelves  ! 
Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  inftruments, 
In  no  lefs  working,  than  are  fwords  and  bows 
Pirective  by  the  limbs. 
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Ulyf.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech  ; 
Therefore  'tis  fit  Achilles  meet  not  Hetlor. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  mew  our  fouleft  wares, 
And  think  perchance  they'll  fell  ;  if  not,  why  iUU 
The  luftre  of  the  better,  yet  to  fhew, 
Shall  fhew  the  better.     Do  not  then  confent 
That  ever  Heclor  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  fhame  in  this 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  followers. 

Neft.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes :  what  are  they? 

Ulyf.  What  glory  our  Achilles  {hares  from  Heclory 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  mould  ihare  with  him : 
But  he  already  is  too  infolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Africk  Sun 
Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  eyes, 
Should  he  'fcape  Heclor  fair.     If  he  were  foil'd, 
Why  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crufh 
In  taint  of  our  beft  man.     No,  make  a  lott'ry, 
And  by  device  let  blockifh  Ajax  draw 
The  fort  to  fight  with  Heclor  :  'mong  ourfelves, 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthier  man, 
For  that  will  phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon  _ 
Who  broils  in  loud  applaufe,  and  make  him  fall 
His  creft,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 
If  the  dull  brainlefs  Ajax  come  fafe  oft", 
"We'll  drefs  him  up  in  voices,  if  he  fail, 
Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  ftill, 
That  we  have  better  men.     But  hit  or  mifs, 
Our  proiedYs  life  this  fhape  of  fenfe  aflumes, 
Ajax  imploy'd  plucks  down  Achilles"  plumes. 

J Neft.  Ulyjes,  now  I  relifh  thy  advice, 
And  I  will  give  a  tafte  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon  ;  go  we  to  him  ftraight ; 
Two  curs  mall  tame  each  other ;  pride  alone 
Muff:  tar  the  maftiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone.  [Exeun:. 
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A    C    T    II.      S    C    E    N    E    I. 

The  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Ajax  and  Therfites. 

Ajax.'-pHE  RSITES! 

•*-        Ther.  Agamemnon-- 'how  if  he  had  biles- 
full,  all  over  generally.  {Talking  to  bimfclf, 

Ajax.  Therjites  ! 

Ther.  And  thofe  biles  did  run fay  fo did  not 

the  General  run  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 

Ajax.  Dog  ! 

Ther.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him : 
I  fee  none  now. 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  fon,  canft  thou  not  hear  ? 
feel  then.  [Strikes  him. 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou  mungrel 
beef-witted  Lord  ! 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  you  whinnid'ft  baven,  fpeak,  or 
I  will  beat  thee  into  handfomneis. 

Ther.  I  fhall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holinefs  j  but 
I  think  thy  horfe  will  focner  con  an  oration,  than  thou 
Jearn  a  prayer  without  book  :  thou  canft  ftrike,  canft 
thou  ?  a  red  murrian  o'  thy  jades  tricks  ! 

Ajax.  Toads-ftool  !  learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Doft  thou  think  I  have  no  fenfe,  thou  ftrik'ft 
me  thus  ? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proc'aim'd  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not,  porcupine,  do  not ;  my  fingers  itch. 

Ther.  I  would  thou  didir  itch  from  bead  to  foot,  and  I 
had  the  fcratching  of  thee  j  I  would  make  thee  the  loath- 
fonYft  fcab  in  Greece. 

Ajax.  I  fay,  the  proclamation— 

Ther.  Thou  grumbleft  and  railed  every  hour  on  Achilles, 
and  thou  ait  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,  as  Cerberus 
is  at  Proferpina's  beauty :  I,  that  thou  bark1  ft  at  him. 

Ajax.   Miftrefs  Therfites  ! 

Ther.  Thou  fhouldft  ftrike  him, 

Ajax.  Cobjoaf! 
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Ther.  He  would  pound  thee  into  fhivers  with  his  rift, 
as  a  failor  breaks  a  bifket. 

Ajax.  You  whorfon  cur  !  [Beating  him. 

^her.  Do,  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  ftool  for  a  witch  ! 

Tber.  Ay,  do,  thou  fudden-witted  Lord  ;  thou  haft  no 
more  brain  than  I  have  in  my  elbows  :  an  Aff.nego  may 
tutor  thee-  Thou  fcurvy  %'aliant  afs,  thou  art  here  but 
to  thrafh  Trojans,  and  thou  art  bought  and  fold  among 
thofe  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  Have.  If  thou  ufe  to 
beat  me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what  thou 
art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels,  thou  ! 

Ajax.  You  dog  ! 

Ther.  You  fcurvy  Lord  ! 

Ajax.  You  cur  !  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Mars  his  ideot !  do,  rudenefs,  do,  camel,  do,  do* 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax  ?  wherefore  do  you  this  ? 
How  now,  Tkcrjites  f  what  is  the  matter,  man  ? 

Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  vou  ? 

Achil.  Ay,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ther.  Nay,  look  upon  him. 

Achil.  So  I  do,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ther.   Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 

Achil.  Well,  why,  I  do  fo. 

Ther.  But  yet  you-look  not  well  upon  him  ;  for  who- 
foerer  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

A'hil.  I  know  that,  fool. 

Ther.  Ay,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himfelf. 

Ajax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee.  [Beating  him. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo.  what  modicums  cf  wit  he  utters  : 
his  evafions  have  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  brain 
more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones  :  I  will  buy  nine  fpar- 
rows  for  a  penny,  and  his  Pia  Mater  is  not  worth  the 
ninth  part  of  a  fparrow.  This  Lord,  (Achilles)  Ajaxy 
who  wears  his  wit  in  his  'relly,  and  his  guts  in  his 
head,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  fay  of  him. 

Acbi/.Whz*  ?  [hittfffftrMojtrikebimi  Achilles  interpofes* 

Ther, 
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Tber.  I  fay,  this  Ajax-— 

Acbil.  Nay,  good  Ajax. 

Tber.  Has  not  fo  much  wit— 

/£&/.  Nay,  good  Ajax. 

Thcr.  As  will  {top  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle,  for  whom 
he  comes  to  fight. 

Acbil.  Peace,  fool! 

Tber.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool 
will  not :  he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damn'd  cur,  I  /hall — 

Acbil.  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 

Tber.  No,  I  warrant  you,  for  a  fool's  will  fhame  it* 

Pat.  Good  words,  Tbeifees. 

Acbil.  What's  the  quarrel  ! 

Ajax.  I  bade  the  vile  owl  go  learn  me  the  tenour  of 
the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 

Tber.  I  ferve  thee  not. 

Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 

Tber.  I  ferve  here  voluntarily. 

Acbil.  Your  laft  fervice  was  fufferance,  'twas  not  vo- 
luntary, no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  ;  Ajax  was  here  the 
voluntary,  and  you  as  under  an  imprefs. 

Tber.  £v'n  fo---a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  yous 
finews,  or  elfe  there  be  liars.  Heilor  /hall  have  a  great 
catch,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains  5  he  were 
as  good  crack  a  fufty  nut  with  no  kernel. 

Acbil.  What,  with  me  too,  Therfites  ? 

Tber,  There's  Ulyjfei,  and  old  Nejlor,  (whofe  wit  was 
mouldy  ere  your  Grandfires  had  nails  on  their  toes,)  yoke 
you- like  draft  oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  war. 

Acbil.  What !  what ! 

Tver.  Yes  good  footh,  to  Achilles,  to  Ajax,  to— 

Ajax.  I  {hall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Tber.  'Tis  no  matter,  I  /hall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou 
afterwards. 

Pat.  No  more  words,  Therfites. 

Tber.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilla*  brach  bids 
me,  {hall  I  ? 

Acbil.  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 

Tber.  I  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  clodpoles,  ers  I  come 

any 
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any  more  to  your  tents.     I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit 
ftirring,  and  leave  the  fa&ion  of  fools.  [Exit, 

Pat.  A  good  riddance. 

Acb'iL  Marry  this,  Sir,  is prodaim'd  though  all  our  hoft, 
That  He&or,  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  fun, 
Will  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  fome  Knight  to  arms, 
That  hath  a  ftomach,  fuch  a  one  that  dares 
Maintain— I  know  not  what  j  'tis  trafh  j  farewel ! 

Ajax.  Farewel  !  who  fhall  anfwer  him  ? 

Achil.  I  know  not,  'tis  put  to  lott'ry  j  otherwife 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax.  O,  meaning  you :  I'll  go  learn  more  of  it.  [Exe. 

SCENE     III. 
Priam'*  Palace  in  Troy. 
Enter  Priam,  He£or,  Troilus,  Pans  and  Helenus. 
Pr\.  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeeches  fpent, 
Thus  once  again  fays  Ntfior  from  the  Greeks  : 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(As  honour,  lofs  of  time,  travel,  expence,  ^ 

Wounds,  friends,  and  what  elfe  dear  that  is  confum  d 
In  hot  digeftion  of  this  cormorant  war) 
Shall  be  ftruck  off.     Heclor,  what  fay  you  to't  ? 

Heel.  Though  no  man  leiTer  fears  the  Greeks  than  I, 
As  far  as  touches  my  particular  ;  yet 
There  is  no  Lady  of  more  fofter  bowels, 
More  fpungy  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out,  icho  knows  %vh at  follows  f 
Than  Heclor  is.     The  worm  of  peace  isfurety, 
Surety  fecure  ;   but  model!  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wile  ;  the  tent  that  fearches 
To  th'  bottom  of  the  wound.     Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  fword  was  drawn  about  this  queflion, 
Ev'ry  tithe  foul  'mongft  many  thoufand  difmes 
F>Tath  been  as  dear  as  Helen.     I  mean  of  ours. 
If  we  have  loft  fo  many  tenths  of  ours, 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  us 
/Hai  it  our  name)  the  value  of  one  ten  j 
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What  merit's  in  that  reafon,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Troi.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother : 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
So  great  as  our  dread  father  in  a  fcaie 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters  fum 
The  vait  proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 
And  buckle  in  a  wafte,  moft  fachomlefs, 
With  fpans  and  inches  To  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reafons  ?  fie  for  godly  /hame  ! 

He!.   No  marvel,  tho'  you  bite  fo  fliarp  it  reafons, 
You're  empty  of  them.     Should  not  our  father  Priam 
Bear  the  great  (way  o:  his  affairs  with  reafons, 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Troi.  You  are  for  dreams  and  (lumbers,  brother  pried, 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reafons.     Here  are  your  reafons^* 
You  know  an  enemy  intends  you  harm, 
You  know  a  fvvord  imploy'd  is  perilous, 
And  reafon  flies  the  objecl:  of  all  harm. 
Who  marvels  then  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  fword,  if  he  do  fet 
The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels, 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  ftar  dif-orb'd  ?— Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reaforlj 
Let's  ihut  our  gates  and  fleep  :  manhood  and  honour 
Should  have  hare-hearts,  would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reafon  :  reafon  and  refpedl 
Make  livers  pale,  and  luftyhood  deject. 

Heel.  Brother,  flie  is  not  worth  what  me  doth  coft 
The  holding. 

Trot.  What  is  ought,  but  as  'tis  valu'd  ? 

Heel.  But  Value  dwells  not  in  particular  wil.l, 
It  holds  its  eftimate  and  dignity, 
As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itfelf, 
As  in  the  prizer  :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  the  fervice  greater  than  the  God  J 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  inclinable 
To  what  infectioufiy  itfelf  aflecT:9, 
Without  fome  image  of  th'  affecled's  merit. 

Troi.  1  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  ele&ion 
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Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 

My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 

Two  traded  pilots  'twixt  the  dangerous  fhores 

Of  will  and  judgment.     How  may  I  avoid 

(Although  my  will  diftafte  what  is  elected) 

The  wife  I  chufe  ?  there  can  be  no  evafion 

To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  honour.    ■ 

We  turn  not  back  the  filks  upon  the  merchant 

When  we  have  fpoil'd  them  5  nor  th'  remainder  viands 

We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpefHve  place, 

Becaufe  we  now  are  full.     It  was  thought  meet 

Paris  fhould  do  fome  vengea»ce  on  the  Greeks  : 

Your  breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  fails  j 

The  feas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce, 

And  did  him  fervice  :   "he  touch'd  the  ports  defir'd  j 

And  for  an  old  aunt  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive, 

He  brought  a  Grecian  Queen  whofe  youth  and  frefhnefs 

Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  ftaJe  the  morning. 

Why  keep   we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 

Is  fhe  worth  keeping  ?  why,  me  is  a  pearl, 

Whofe  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thoufand  fhips^ 

And  turn'd  crown'd  Kings  to  merchants—— 

If  you'll  avouch  'twas  wifdom  Paris  went, 

(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cry'd,  go,  go  :) 

If  you'll  confefs  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 

(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  clap'd  your  hands 

And  cry'd,  ineflimable  \)  why  d'you  now 

The  iffue  of  your  proper  wifdoms  rate, 

And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did, 

Beggar  that  estimation  which  you  priz'd 

Richer  than  fea  and  land  ?  O  theft  moft  bafe  ! 

What  we  have  ftol'n,  That  we  do  fear  to  keep  ! 

Bafe  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftol'n  ! 

What  in  tktir  country  did  them  that  difgrace, 

We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place. 

Caf.  [within]  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  ! 

Pri.   What  noife  ?  what  fhriek  is  this  ? 

Troi.  'Tis  our  mad  fifter,  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Caf,  [within.]  Cry,  Trojans  I 

fJcJl,  It  is  Cajjandra, 

SCENE 
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scene    iv. 

Enler  Caffandra  ivitb  ber  hair  about  ber  ear:» 

Caf.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  ;  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes. 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetick  tears. 

HcSi.  Peace,  lifter,  peace. 

Caf.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  old, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry, 
Add  to  my  clamour  !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mafs  of  moan  to  come  : 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry,  praftife  your  eyes  with  tears, 
Troy  muft  not  be,  nor  goodly  Ilion  ftand  : 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !   a  Helen  and  a  wo  j 
Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  [Exit, 

He®,  Now,  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  the  high  {trains' 
Of  divination  in  our  fifter  work 
Some  touches  of  rcmofe  ?  Or  is  your  blood 
.So  madly  hot,  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon, 
Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe, 
Can  qualify  the  fame  ? 

Troi.  Why,  brother  HeBor, 
We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  a£r 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it  j 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Becaufe  Cajjandra's  mad  ;  her  brain-fick  raptures 
Cannot  diftafte  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 
Which  hath  our  feveral  honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.     For  my  private  part,  • 
1  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  fons  ; 
And  Jove  forbid  there  ftiould  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain  ! 

Par.  Elie  might  the  world  convince  of  levity 
As  well  your  counfels,  as  my  undertakings: 
For  I  atteft  the  Gods,  your  full  confent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  projeft. 
For  what,  alas,  can  thefe  my  fmgle  arms  r* 
What  propugnalion  is  in  one  man's  valour, 

To 


rSo  Troilus  and  Cretfida. 

To  ftand  the  pulh  and  enmity  of  thofe, 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  yet  I  proteft, 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power,  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  fhould  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri.  Paris,  you  fpeak 
Like  one  befotted  on  your  fweet  delights  ; 
You  have  the  honey  ftill,  but  thefe  the  gall, 
So  to  be  valiant  is  no  praife  at  all. 

Par.  Sir,  I  propofe  not  meerly  to  myfelf 
The  pleafures  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it : 
Rut  I  would  have  the  foil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  Queen, 
Diigrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  fhame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  poffeiTion  up, 
On  terms  of  bafe  compulsion  i  can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  this 
Should  once  fet  footing  in  your  generous  bofoms  ? 
There's  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  our  party, 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended  :  none  fo  noble, 
Whofe  life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd, 
Where  Helen  h  the  fubjeft.  Then,  I  fay, 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom  we  know  well 
The  world's  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel. 

Heel.  Paris  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  faid  well : 
But  on  the  caufe  and  queftion  now  in  hand 
Have  glofs'd  but  fuperficinlly  j  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Arifiotk  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philofophy. 
The  reafons  you  alledge,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  paffion  of  diftemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong  :  for  pleafure  and  revenge 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decifion.     Nature  craves 
All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners  j  now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 

Than 
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Than  wife  is  to  the  hufband  ?  if  this  law 

Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection 

And  that  great  minds,  of  partial  indulgence 

To  their  benummed  wills,  refifr.  the  fame  * 

There  is  a  law  in  each  well-erder'd  nation 

To  curb  thofe  raging  appetites  that  are 

Moft  difobedient  and  refractory. 

If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta  $  King, 

(As  it  is  known  fhe  is)  thefe  mortal  laws 

Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  fpeak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  return'd.  "  Thus  to  perfift 

In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.     Hector's  opinion 

Is  this  in  way  of  truth  j  yet  ne'erthelefs, 

My  fprightly  brethren,  I  propend  to  you 

In  reiolution  to  keep  Helen  ftill ; 

For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hach  no  mean  dependance 

Upon  our  joint  and  feveral  dignites. 

Troi.  Why,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our  defigns : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  arretted, 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  fpleens 
I  would  not  wifli  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.     But,  worthy  Hector, 
She  is  a  theam  of  honour  and  renown, 
A  fpur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds, 
•  Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes, 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us. 
For  I  preiume  brave  Hector  would  not  lofe 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory, 
As  fmiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this'attion, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Heel.   I  am  youis, 
You  valiant  off-fpriag  of  great  Friantus; 
I  have  a  roifting  challenge  fent  amongft 
The  dull  and  fattious  Nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  irrike  amazement  to  their  diowfy  fpirits. 
I  was  advertis'd  their  great  Generals  flept, 
This  I  prefume  will  wake  him.  [Exeunt* 

Voi,  VIII,  O  SCENE 
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SCENE     V.     The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Therfites  folus* 

_  Ther.  How  now,  Therfites  ?  what,  loff  in  the  laby- 
rinth of  thy  fury  ?  /hall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus? 
he  beats  me,  and  I  rail  at  him  :  O  worthy  fatisfattion  ! 
would  it  were  otherwife  :  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilft 
he  rail'd  at  me  ;  'sfoot,  I'll  learn  to  con]ure  and  raife 
devils,  but  I'll  fee  fome  hTue  of  my  fpiteful  execrations. 
Then  there's  Achilles,  a  rare  engineer.  If  Troy  be  «ot 
taken  'till  thefe  two  undermine"  it,  the  walls  will  {land 
"till  they  fall  of  themfelves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter 
of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  King  of  Gods  j 
and,  Mercury,  lofe  all  the  ferpentine  craft  of  thy  Cadu- 
ceus,  if  thou  take  not  that  little,  little,  Jefs  than  little 
wit  from  them  that  they  have  j  which  fhort-arm'd  ig- 
norance itfelf  knows  is  fo  abundant  fcarce,  it  will  not 
in  circumvention  deliver  a  fly  from  a  fpider,  without 
drawing  the  maffy  irons  and  cutting  the  web.  After 
this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole  camp  !  or  rather  the 
bone-ach,  for  that  methinks  is  the  curfe  dependant  on 
thofe  that  war  for  a  placket.  I  have  (aid  my  prayers: 
and  devil  Envy  fay  Amen  I  What  ho  !  my  Lord  Achilles  I 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Vat.  Who's  there  ?  Therfites  ?  Good  Tb'erftes,  come 
f  i  and  rail. 

Ther.  If  I  could  have  remember'd  a  gilt  counter,  th<j| 
could'ft  net  have  dipt  out  of  my  contemplation  }  but  it 
is  no  matter,  ehyfelf  upon  thyfelf  !  The  common  cuife 
of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance,  be  thine  in  great  re- 
venue! heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  tutor,  and  difciphfl* 
come  not  near  thee  !  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  'till 
thy  death  !  then  if  me  that  lays  thee  out  fays  thou  art 
a  fair  coarfe,  I'll  be  fworn  and  fworn  upon't  fh.c  never 
ihrouded  any  but  Lazarus  ;  Amen,  Where's  Achilles  ? 

Pat.  Whjt,  srt  thou  devout  ?  waft  then  in  a  prayer  ? 

?her.  Ay,  the  hcav**-  hear  rr/:  ! 
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Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Who's  there  ? 
Pat.  Therjiies,  my  Lord. 

Achil.  Where,  where  ?  art  thou  come  ?  why,  my 
:heefe,  my  digeftion— — why  haft  thou  not  ferved  thy- 
felf  up  to  my  table,  fo  many  meals  ?  come,  what's  Aga- 
memnon ? 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles  J  then  tell  me,Patro-* 
clus,  what's  Achilles  ? 

Pat.  Thy  Lord,  Thcrfites :  then  tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 
what's  thyfelf  ? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patr actus :  then  tell  me,  Patrc- 
rfus,  what  art  thou  ? 

Pat.  Thou  may'ft  tell,  that  know'fh 

Achil.  O  tell,  tell. 

Ther,  I'll  derive  the  whole  queftion.  Agamemnon  com- 
mands Achilles,  Achilles  is  my  Lord,  I  am  Patroclui'i 
knower,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Pat .  You  rafcal         ■  — 

Ther.  Peace,  fool,  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privileg'd  man.     Proceed,  Ther  (it  es* 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool,  Achilles  is  a  fool,  Tbetjites 
2S  a  fool,  and,  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Achil.  Derive  this  ;  come. 

Tier.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  Achilles, 
Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon,  Ther" 
ftcs  is  a  fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  fool,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool 
pofitive. 

Pat.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  thy  creator  j  it  fufhees 
me  thou  art. 

SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ulyffes,  Neftor,  Diomedes,  Ajax, 
and  Chalcas. 

Look  you,  who  comes  here  ? 

Achil.  Patroclus,  I'll  fpeak  with  no  bodyj  come  in 
with  me,  Tberfites.  [Exit- 

Tker.  Here  is  fuch  patchery,  fuchjugling,  and  fuch 

Q^a  knavery  s 
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knavery  :  all  the  argument  is  a  cuckold  and  a  whore, 
a  good  quarrel  to  draw  emulous  factions,  and  bleed  to 
death  upon  :  now  the  dry  Serpigo  on  the  fubjecT:  !  and 
war  and  letchery  confound  all !  [Exit. 

Aga.  Where  is  Achilla  ? 

Pat.  Within  his  tent,  but  ill  difpos'd,  my  Lord. 
Aga.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here. 
He  fent  us  meiTengers,  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him  : 
Let  him  be  told  fo,  left  perchance  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  our  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Pat.  I  fhall  fo  fay  to  him.  [Exit, 

Uiyf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent, 
He  is  not  fick. 

Ajax.  Yes,  lion- fick,  fick  of  a  proud  heart  :  you  may 
call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour  the  man  j   but,  by 

my  hea  i,  'tis  pride  $  but  why,  why  ?- let  him  fhew  • 

us  the  caufe.     A  word,  my  Lord.  [To  Agamem. 

Nefi.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 
Ulyf.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from  him. 
Neji.  Who,  Therfites? 
Ulyf.  He. 

Neji.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  loft  his 
argument. 

Ulyf.  No,  you  fee  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his 
argument,  Achilles. 

Neji.  All  the  better,  their  fraction  is  more  our  wi/h 
than  their  faction  j  but  it  was  a  ftrong  counfel,  that  a 
fool  could  difunite. 

Ulyf.  The  amity  that  wifdom  knits  not,  folly  may 
eafily  untie. 

SCENE     VII.     Enter  Patroclus. 

Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Neji.  No  Achilles  with  him  ? 

Ulyf.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  courtefy  ; 
His  legs  are  for  neceflity,  net  flexure. 

Pat.  Achilles  bids  me  fay,  he  is  much  forry, 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  pleafure, 

Did 
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Did  move  your  greatnefs,  and  this  noble  ftate, 
'!•  call  on  him  ;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 
But  for  your  health  and  your  digeftion-fake  5 
An  after-dinner's  breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you,  Patroclui  j 
"We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  thefe  anfwers  : 
But  his  evafidn  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn, 
Cannot  out-fly  our  apprehenfions. 
Mach  attribute  he  hath,  and  much  the  reafoA 
"Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him  ;  yet  his  virtue* 
(Not  virtuoufly  on  his  own  part  beheld) 
Do  in  our  eyes  begin  to  lofe  their  glofs  j 
And  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholfome  dim, 
Are  like  to  rot  untafted.     Go  and  tell  him, 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him  j  you  mall  not  fiia 
If  you  do  fay  we  think  him  over-proud, 
In  feif-affumption  greater  than  in  note 
Of  judgment :  fay,  men  worthier  than  himfelf 
Here  tend  the  favage  ftrangenefs  he  puts  on, 
Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command, 
And  undergo  in  an  obferving  kind 
His  humorous  predominance  j  yea,  watch 
His  pettifh  lunes,  his  ebbs  and  flows  ;  as  if 
The  pafiage  and  whole  carriage  pf  this  action 
Rode  on  his  tide.     Go  tell  him  this,  and  add, 
That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much, 
We'll  none  of  him  j  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report, 
Bring  aSl'ion  hither,  this  cant  go  to  ivar  ; 
A  ftirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance  give, 
Before  a  fleeping  giant ;  tell  him  fo. 

Pat.  I  mail,  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefently.       [Exit* 
Aga.  In  fecond  voice  we'll  not  be  fatisflel ; 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him.    UlyJJ'es,  enter.  [Exit  Ulyf. 
Ajax.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 
Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 
Ajax.  Is  he  fo  much  ?  do  you  not  think  he  thinks 
himfelf  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 
Aga.  No  queftion. 

Aiaxt  Will  you  fubferibe  his  thought,  and  fay  he  l%t 

0,3  >%«• 
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Aga.  No,  noble  Ajax,  you  are  as  ftrong,  as  valiant, 
as  wife,  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  altoge- 
ther more  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  fhould  a  man  be  proud  ?  how  doth  pride 
grow  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Aga,  Your  mind  is  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  virtues 
the  fairerj  he  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf.  Pride  is 
his  own  glafs,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chronicle  $  and 
whatever  praifes  but  itfelf  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed 
in  the  praife. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Ulyffes. 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engendring 
of  toads. 

Nefi,  Yet  he  loves  himfelf :  is't  not  ftrange  ? 

U/yf.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Aga.  What's  his  excufe  ? 

U!\f.  He  doth  rely  on  Bone  ; 
But  carries  on  the  ftream  of  his  difpofe, 
Without  obfervance  or  refpecl  of  any, 
In  will  peculiar,  and  in  felf-admifiion. 

A  fa.  Why  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Un-tent  his  perfon,  and  mare  the  air  with  us  ? 

U/yf.  Things  fmall,  as  nothing,  for  requeft's  fake  only, 
He  makes  important :  he's  p offer!  with  greatnefs, 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  felf-breath.     Imagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuch  fwoln  and  hot  difcourfe, 
That  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion,  rages 
And  batters  down  himfelf  j  what  fhould  I  fay  ? 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death-tokens 
Cry,  No  recovery. 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him- 
Dear  Lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent  j 
'Tis  fatd  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led 
At  your  requeit  a  little  from  himfelf. 

U/yf.  O,  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  (o. 

We'll  confecrate  the  fieps  that  Ajax  makes, 

When 
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When  they  go  from  Achilles.     Shall  the  proud  Lord, 

That  baftes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  feam, 

And  never  Curlers  matters  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts,  fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 

And  ruminate  himfelf,  lhall  he  be  worfhipp'd 

Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  him  ? 

No,  this  thrice-worthy  and  right-valiant  Lord 

Mull  not  fo  itale  his  palm,  nobly  acquir'd, 

Nor  by  my  will  aflubjugate  his  merit, 

As  amply  titled  as  AcBilles'  is, 

By  going  to  Achilla  :  for  that  were 

But  to  enlard  his  pride,  already  fat, 

And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,  when  he  burns 

With  entertaining  great  Hyperion- 

This  Lord  go  to  him  ?  Jupiter  forbid, 

And  fay  in  thunder,  Achilles  £&  to  him  I 

Nejl.  O,  this  is  well,  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 

Dio.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  this  applaufe  ? 

Ajax.  If  I  go  to  him        ■     with  my  armed  fift 
Til  pain  him  o'er  the  face. 

Aga.   O  no,  you  mail  not  go. 

Ajax.  And  he  be  proud  with  me,  Til  pheefe  his  pride  ; 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel. 

Ajax.   A  paultry  infolent  fellow 

Neji.  How  he  defcribes  hirnfelf ! 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  fociable  ? 

Ulyf.  The  raven  chides  blacknefs. 

Ajax.  I'll  let  his  humours  blood. 

Aga.  He'll  be  the  phyfician,  that  mould  be  the  patient, 

Ajax.  And  all  men  were  o'  my  mind--' 

Ulyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fafhion. 

Ajax.  He  fhould  not  bear  it  fo,  he  mould  eat  fwords 
firft  :   fhall  pride  carry  it  ? 

N<fl.  An  'twould,  you'd  carry  half. 

Ulyf.  He  would  have  ten  mares. 

Ajax,  I  will  knead  him,  I'll  make  him  fupple,— — 

Neft.  He's  not  yet  thorough  warm,  force  him  with 
praifes  ;  pour  in,  pour  in  5  his  ambition  is  dry. 

Ulyf.  My  Lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 

Nefi, 
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Neft.  Our  noble  Gneral,  do  not  do  fo. 

Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achillea 

Ulyf.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  harm. 

Kere  is  a  man but  'tis  before  his  face 

I  will  be  filent. 

Ncft.  Wherefore  mould  you  fo  ? 
He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyf.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant. 

Ajax.  A  whorion  dog  !  that  palters  thus  with  us ■ 

Would  he  were  a  Trojan  I 

Neft.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now » 

Ulyf.  If  he  were  proud  ! 

Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praife  ! 

Ulyf.  Ay,  or  furly-born  ! 

Dio.  Or  ftrange,  or  felf-affecled  !  [compoi'ure  j 

Ulyf.  Thank  the  heav'ns,  Lord,  thou   art  of  fweet 
Praife  him  that  got  thee,  her  that  gave  thee  fuck  ; 
Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice  fam'd  beyond,  beyond  all  erudition  ! 
But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  right, 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half!  and  for  thy  ftrength  and  vigor, 
Bull-bearing  Mllo  his  addition  yield 
To  finewy  Ajax!  I'll  not  praife  thy  wifdom, 
Which,  like  a  borne,  a  pale,  a  fhore,  confines 
Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts.     Here's  Nejior 
Inftrucled  by  the  antiquary  times  ; 
He  muft,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife  : 
But  pardon,  father  Nejior,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax\  and  your  brain  fo  temper'd, 
You  mould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

Uly.  Ay,  my  good  fon. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  Lord  Ajax. 

Ulyf.  There  is  no  tarrying  here  :  the  hart  Achilla 

Keeps  thicket ;  pleafe  it  our  great  General 

To  call  together  all  his  ftate  of  war  j 

Frefh  Kings  are  come  to  Troy  ;  to-morrow,  friends, 

We  muft  with  all  our  B\ain  of  pew'r  ftaad  fail ; 

Aod 
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And  here's  a  Lord,  come  Knights  from  eaft  to  weft, 
And  cull  their  flow'r,  Ajax  {hall  cope  the  beft. 

Aga.  Go  we  to  council,  let  Achilles  fleep  j 
Light  boats  fail  fwift,  though  greater  hulks  draw  deep. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT    III.      SCENE     I. 

Par  is' j  Apartment  in  the  Palace  in  Tr  o  y. 

Enter  Pandarus,  and  a  Servant.  [Mujick  within."] 

Pan, T^R  IEND  !  you  !  pray  you,  a  word  :  do  not  you 
■*•     foliow  the  young  Lord  Paris  ? 

Scr.  Ay,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 

Her.  Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  Lord. 

Pan.  You  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman :  I  muft 
needs  praife  him. 

Ser.  The  Lord  be  praifed  ! 

Pan.  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  'Faith,  Sir,  fuperficially. 

Pan.  Friend,  know  me  better,  I  am  the  Lord  Pandarus  t 

Ser.  I  hope  I  mail  know  your  Honour  better. 

Pan.  I  do  defire  it. 

Ser.  Are  you  in  the  ftate  of  grace  ?  [my  titles  : 

Pan.  Grace  ?  not  fo,  friend :  Honour  and  Lordfhip  are 
What  mufick  is  this  ? 

Ser.  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir  ;  it  is  mufick  in  part«t 

Pan,  Know  you  the  muficians  ? 

Ser.  Wholly,  Sir. 

Pan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Ser.  To  the  hearers,  Sir. 

Pan.  At  whofe  pleafure,  friend  ? 

Ser.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  mufick. 

Pan.  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 

Ser.  Who  fhall  I  command,  Sir  ? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  another  :  I  am 
too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  re- 
quest do  thefe  men  play  ? 

Ser.  That's  to't  indeed,  Sir  ;  marry,  Sir,  at  the  re- 
queft  of  Paris,  my  Lord,  who's  there  in  perlbn  ',  with 

him 
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him  the  mortal  Venus,  the  heart-blood  of  beauty,  love's 
vifible  foul. 

Pan.  Who  ?  my  coufin  Crejida  ? 

Ser.  No,  Sir,  Helen  j  could  you  not  find  out  that  by 
her  attributes  ? 

Pan.  It  mould  feem,  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen 
the  Lady  Crejfidd.  Income  to  fpeak  with  Park  from  the 
Prince  Troilus :  I  will  make  a  complemental  aifault  upon 
him,  for  my  bufinefs  teethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  bulineft !  there's  a  ftew'd  phrafe  indeed. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Paris  and  Helen,  attended. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  Lord,  and  to  all  this  fair 
company  !  fair  defires  in  all  fair  rneafure  fairly  guide 
them  j  efpecially  to  you,  fair  Queen,  fair  thoughts  ba 
your  fair  pillow  ! 

Helen.  Dear  Lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 

Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure,  fvveet  Queen  :  fair 
Prince,  here  is  good  broken  mufick. 

Per.  You  have  broken  it,  coufin,  and  by  my  life, 
you  mall  make  it  whole  again  ;  you  fhall  piece  it  out 
with  a  piece  of  your  performance.  Nell,  he  is  full  of 
harmony. 

Pan.  Truly  Lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  Sir 

Pan.  Pvude  in  footh  j  in  good  footh,  very  rude. 

Par.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  ;  well  you  fay  fo  in  fits. 

Pan.  I  have  bufinefs  to  my  Lord,  dear  Queen ;  my 
Lord,  will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  word  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  fhall  not  hedge  us  out,  we'll  hear 
you  fing  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  fweet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me  : 
but,  marry  thus,  my  Lord  5  my  dear  Lord  and  moffc 
efteemed  friend  your  brother  Troilus 

Helen.  My  Lord  Pandarus,  honey-fweet  Lord. 

Pan.  Go  to,  fweet  Queen,  go  to— 
Commends  himfelf  moft  affectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody  :  if  you 
do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head  ! 

Pan, 
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Pai,  Sweet  Queen,  fweet  Queen,  that's  a  fweet  Queen, 
i'faith  :  and  to  make  a  fweet  Lady  fad,  is  a  fower  offence. 

Helen.  Nay,  that  /hall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  fhall 
it  not  in  truth  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  forfuch  words,  no, 
no--- 

Pat:.  And,  my  Lord,  he  defires  you,  that  if  the  King 
cnll  for  him  at  fupper,  you  will  make  his  excufe. 

Helen.   My  Lord  Par.darus 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  very  very  fweet 
Queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand,  where  fups  he  to-night  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  but  my  Lord 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  confin  will  fall 
cut  with  you You  muit  not  know  where  he  fups. 

Par.   I'll  lay  my  life,  with  my  difpofer  Crejfida. 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide  j  come, 
your  difpofer  is  fick. 

Par.   Well,   I'll  make  excufe. 

■Pan.  Ay,  good  my  Lord  ;  why  fhould  you  fay  Crejfida? 
no,  your  poor  difpofer's  fick. 

Par.   I  fpy 

Pan.  You  fpy  ?  what  do  you  fpy  ?  come,  give  me  an 
inftrument  new,  fweet  Queen. 

Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  dene. 

Pert  My  niece  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  you 
hjve  fweet  Queen. 

Helen,  She  ihall  have  it,  my  Lord,  if  it  be  not  my  Lord 
Fan's. 

Pan.  He  ?  no,  fhe'll  none  of  him,  they  two  are  twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in  after  falling  out  may  make  them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this.  I'll 
0ng  you  a  fong  now. 

Helen.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now ;  by  my  troth,  fweet 
Lord,  thou  haft  a  fine  fore-head. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may 

Helen.  Let  thy  fong  be  love :  this  love  will  undo  us  all. 
Ob,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid! 

Pan.  Love  !  ay,  that  it  fhall,  i'faith. 

Pnr.   Av,  good  now,  Jove,  love,  nothing  but  love. 

Par.  In  gcod  truth  it  begins  (o. 
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Love,  love,  nothing  but  hve,  Jlill  more 
For,  0,  love's  boio 
Shoots  Buck  and  doe  : 
Ihefiaft  confounds 
Not  that  it  ivounds, 
Bvt  tickles  fiill  the  fore  : 
Thefe  lovers  cry,  oh  oh  they  die  .*- 
Yet  that  ivhiehfeems  the  wound  to  kill, 
Doth  turn,  oh,  oh,  to  ha  ha  he  : 
So  dying  love  lives  Jlill. 
0  ho  a  ivhile,  but  ha  ha  ha  ; 
*    0  ho  groans  out  for  ha  h^ha—hey  ho  ! 

Helen,  In  love  i'faith  to  the  Very  tip  of  the  nofe  ! 

Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love,  and  that  breeds 
hot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts,  and  hot 
thoughts  beget  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  are  love. 
'  Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ?  why,  they  are  vipers  ;  is  love 
a  generation  of  vipers  ?  Sweet  Lord,  who's  afield  to-day  ? 

Par.  Heclor,  Deiphobus,  Helenas,  Antenor,  and  all  the 
gallantry  of  Troy.  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to-day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  fo.  How  chance  my  brother 
Troilus  went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomething  ;  you  knew  a!J, 
Lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey-fweet  Queen  :  I  long  to  hear  how 
they  fped  to-day.  You'll  remember  your  brother's  excufe  ? 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pan.  Farewel,  fweet  Queen. 

Helen.  Commend  me  to  your  niece. 

Pan.  I  will,  fweet  Queen.        [Exit.   Sound  a  Retreat. 

Par.  They're  come  from  field  ;  let  us  to  Priam 's  hall, 

To  greet  the  warriors.     Helen,  I  mufl  woo  you 

To  help  unarm  our  Heclor :  his  ftubbom  buckles, 

With  thefe  your  white  enchanting  fingers  toucht, 

Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  freeJ, 

Or  force  of  Greekijh  finews  :  you  fhall  do  more 

Than  all  the  iiland  Kings,  difarm  great  Heclor. 

Helen.  'Twill  make  us  pr;ud  to  be  his  fervant,  Paris : 

Yea, 
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Yea,  what  he  fhall  receive  of  us  in  duty 
Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have, 
Yea,  over-mines  ourfelf. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 
Pandarus's  Orchard. 
Enter  Paniarus,  and  Troilus'j  Mar, 
Pan.  Now,  where's  thy  matter  ?  at  my  coufln  Crejpdtfs  ? 
Str?  No,  Sir,  he  ftays  for  you  tc  conduct  him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 
Par..  O,  here  he  comes  j  how  now,  how  now  ? 
TroU  Sirrah,  walk  oft'.  {To  (be  Servant. 

Pan.  Have  you  feen  mv  coufin  ? 
Trot.  No,  PanJana  :  I  ftalk  about  her  door 
Xike,  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
-Slaying  for  waftage.     O  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranfportance  to  thofe  fields, 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lilly  beds 
Propos'd  for 'the  deferver  !  Gentle  Pandarus, 
Frcm  G'pid's  moulder  pluck  his  painted  wings, 
And  fly  with  me  to  Crcjjrd.  . 

Pan.  Walk  here  i'ttV  orchard,  I  will  bring  her  ftraighf . 

[Exit  Pandavus. 
Troi.  I'm  giddy  ;  expectation  whirls  me  round. 
Th'  imaginary  reiifh  is  fo  fweet, 
That  it  inchants  my  fenfe  ;  what  will  it  be 
When  that  the  watry  palate  taftea  indeed 
Love's  thrice  reputed  ne&ar  ?  death,  I  fear  me  ; 
Swooning;  deduction,  or  fome  joy  too  fine, 
Too  fubtle,  poVnt,  and  too  fharp  in  fweet nefs, 
For  the  capacity  of  my  rude  powers  ; 
I  fear  it  much,  and  I  do  fear  beiides 
That  I  fhall  lofe  diftin£lion  in  my  joy?, 
.As  doth  a  battle  when  they  charge  on  heaps' 
The  iiying  enemy. 

Re -enter  Pandarus. 
Pji.  She's  making  her  readv,  {he'll  come  ftraight;  yo« 
*vuft  be  witty  now.     She  does  fo  blafh,  and  fetches  her 
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wind  fo  Ihort,  as  if  me  were'fraid  with  a  fprite,  I'll  bring 
her.  It  is  the  prettieft  villain,  ihe  fetches  her  breath  as 
fhort  as  a  new-ta'en  fparrow.  [Exit  Pandarus* 

Troi.  Ev'n  fuch  a  paffion  doth  embrace  my  bofom  ; 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  fev'rous  pulfe, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  do  their  beftowing  lofe, 
Like  vaffalage  at  unawares  encountring 
The  eye  of  Majefty. 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Creffida. 

Tan.  Come,  come  ;  what  need  you  blufh  ?  Shame** 
a  baby.  Here  lhe  is  now  :  fwear  the  oaths  now  to  her, 
that  you  have  fworn  to  me.  What,  are  you  gone  again  ? 
you  muft  be  watch'd  ere  you  be  made  tame,  muft  you  ? 
come  your  ways,  come  your  ways  ;  if  you  draw  back- 
ward we'll  put  you  *  i'th'  files  :  Why  do  you  not  fpeak 
to  her  ?  Come  draw  this  curtain,  and  let's  fee  your  pic- 
ture. Alas  the  day,  how  loth  you  are  to  offend  day- 
light !  an  'twere  dark  you'd  clofe  fooner.  So,  fo,  rub 
en,  and  kifs  thy  miftrefs  j  how  now,  a  kifs  in  fee- 
farm  ?  build  there,  carpenter,  the  air  is  fvveet.  Nay, 
^ou  fhall  fight  your  hearts  out  ere  I  part  you.  The 
faulcon  as  good  as  the  tercel,  for  all  the  ducks  i'th'  river : 
go  to,  go  to. 

Troi.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  Lady. 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds  :  but  {he'll 
bereave  you  of  deeds  too,  if  me  call  your  activity  in  quef- 
tion  :  what,  billing  again  ?  here's  in  ivltncfs  whereof  the 
■parties  interchangeably  ■  come  in,  come  in,  I'll  go 

get  a  fire.  [Exit  Pandarus. 

»     Cre.  Will  yoo  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

Troi.   O  Creffida,  how  often  have  I  wifh'd  me  thus  ! 

Cre.  Wiflit,  my  Lord  !  The  Gods  grant — O,  my  Lord  ! 

Troi.  What  mould  they  grant  ?  what  makes  this 
pretty  abruption  ?  what  dreg  efpies  my  too  curious  fweet 
Lady  in  the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

*  AUud\ng  to  the  cufiom-  of  putting  tki   K'.fl  fvjpefled  <f 
cowardice  in  (he  middle  p/acei, 

'     Cre, 
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Cre,  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Troi,  Fears  make  devils  of  cherubims,  they  never  fee 
truly. 

Cre.  Blind  fear,  which  feeing  reafon  leads,  finds  fafer 
footing  than  blind  reafon  ftumbling  without  fear.  To 
fear  the  worft,  oft  cures  the  worft. 

Troi.  O  let  my  Lady  apprehend  no  fear,  in  all  Cupid's 
pageant  there  is  prefented  no  monfter  ? 

Cre.   Nor  nothing  monftrous  neither  ? 

Troi.  Nothing  but  our  undertakings,  when  we  vow  to 
weep  feas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tygers  j  thinking 
it  harder  for  our  miftrefs  to  devife  impofition  enough, 
than  for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  impofed.  This  is 
the  monftrofity  in  love,  Lady,  that  the  will  is  infinite, 
and  the  execution  confiVd  j  that  the  defire  is  boundlefs, 
and  the  aft  a  Have  to  limit. 

Cre.  They  fay  all  lovers  fwear  more  performance  than 
they  are  ab!e,  and  yet  refcrve  an  ability  that  they  never 
perform  :  vowing  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten  ;  and 
difcharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that 
have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  act  of  hares,  are  they 
cot  mongers  ? 

Troi.  .4  re  there  fuch  ?  fuch  are  not  we  :  praife  us  as 
we  are  tafted,  allow  us  as  we  prove  :  our  head  /hall  go 
bare,  'till  merit:  crown  it ;  no  perfection  in  reverfion, 
ihall  have  a  praife  in  prefent  5  we  will  not  name  defert 
before  his  birth,  and  being  born,  his  addition  ihall  be 
humble  ;  few  words  to  fair  faith.  Troilus  mall  be  fuch 
to  CreJJida,  as  what  envy  can  fay  worft  /hall  be  a  mock 
'fore  his  truth  j  and  what  truth  can  fpeak  trueft,  not 
truer  than  Troilus. 

Cre,  Will  you  walk  in,  my  Lord  ? 

SCENE      V. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  What,  bluftiing  ftill  ?  have  you  not  done  talking 
yet  ? 

Cre.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate 
to  you. 

Pan,  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  Lord  get  a  boy  of 
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you,  you'll  give  him  me  j  be  true  to  my  Lord  3  if  he 

flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

Trou  You  know  now  your  hoftages  :  your  uncle's 
word  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too  ;  our  kindred, 
though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  woo'd,  they  are  conftant 
being  won  :  they  are  burrs,  I  can  tell  you,  they'll  (tick 
where  they  are  thrown. 

Cre.  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now,  and  brings  me  heart : 
Prince  Troi/us,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day, 
For  many  weary  months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  Crejfid  then  fo  hard  to  win  ? 

Cre.  Hard  to  feem  won  :  but  I  was  won,  my  Lord, 
With  the  firft  glance  that  ever — pardon  me — 
If  I  confefs  muchj^O^o.  will  play  the  tyrant : 
I  love  you  now,.bntilQ^:  'till  now  fo  much 


But  I  might  matter  it -r^ — in  faith  I  lye- 

My  thoughts  were  like  "unbridled  children,  growl* 

Too  headftrong  for  their  mother  j  fee,  we  fools  I 

Why  have  I  blabb'd/  who  (hall  be  true  to  us 

When  we  are  fo  unfertet  to  ourfelves  r 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  notj 

And  yet  good  faith  I  wifht  my  (elf  a  man  ; 

Or  that  the  women  had  mens  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  firft.     Sweet,  bid  me  hold  my  tongue, 

For  in  this  rapture  I  fhall  furely  fpeak 

The  thing  I  (hall  repent  5  fee,  fee,  your  filence 

(Cunning  in  dumbnefs)  from  my  weaknefs  draws 

My  very  foul  of  counfel.     Stop  my  mouth. 

Trol.  And  (hall,  albeit  fweet  mufick  iifues  thence. 

Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Cre.  My  Lord,  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me  $ 
5Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  kifs : 
I  am  afham'd  \ — O  hesfr'ns,  what  have  I  done!— — • 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

Troi.  Your  leave,  fweet  Crejfid  ?  [ing — 

Pan.  Leave  !  an  you  take  leave  'till  to-morrow  morn- 

Cre.  Pray  you,  content  you. 

cTiol.  What  offends  you,  Lady  ? 

Cre. 
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Cre.  Sir,  mine  own  company. 

Troi.  You  cannot  fhun  yourfelf. 

Cre.  Let  me  go  try  : 
I  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  you  : 
But  an  unkind  felf,  that  it  felf  will  leave, 
To  be  another's  fool.     Where  is  my  wit  ? 
I  would  be  gone  :  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what.       fwifely. 

Troi.  Well  know  they  what  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak  fo 

Cre.  Perchance,  my  Lord,  I  ihcw  more  craft  than  love, 
And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confeflion, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts  :  but  you  are  wife, 
A  fign  you  love  not :  To  be  wife  and  love, 
Exceeds  man's  might,  and  dwells  with  Gods  above. 

Troi    O  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman, 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  prcfume  in  you,.) 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love, 
To  keep  her  conftancy  in  plight  and  youth, 
Out-living  beauties  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  blood  decays  ! 
Oh  that  perfuafion  could  but  thus  convince  me  ! 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  fuch  a  winnow' d  purity  in  love  : 
How  were  I  then  up-lifted  !   but  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  fimplicity, 
And  fimpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 

Cre.  In  that  I'll  war  with  you. 

Troi.   O  virtuous  fight  ! 
True  fwains  in  love"  fhall  in  the  world  to  come 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilu:  \  when  their  rhymes, 
Full  of  proteft,  of  oath,  and  bigxompare, 
Want  fimilies  5  truth  tired  with  iteration, 
As  true  as  freel,  as  plantage  *  to  the  moon, 

*  It  <was  heretofore  the  prevailing  opinion  that  the  pro- 
duction av.d  growth  of  Plants  depended  much  upon  the  in- 
f.uer.ccs  of  the  Moon  :  and  the  rules  and  direEiions  given 
for  faring,  planting,  grafting,  and  pruning,  had  re- 
ference generally  to  the  changes,  the  increaje,  ir  'warning  of 
the  Moon* 
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As  fun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 

As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  th'  center  5 

Yet  after  all  comparisons  of  truth, 

As  truth's  authentick  author  to  be  cited 

As  true  as  Troilus  fliall  crown  up  the  verfe 

And  Sanctify  the  numbers. 

Cre.  Prophet^may  you  be  ! 
If  I  be  falfe,  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itfelf, 
When  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftones  of  Troyt 
And  blind  oblivion  fwallow'd  cities  up, 
And  mighty  ftates  charadlerlefs  are  grated 
To  dufty  nothing  j  yet  let  memory, 
From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  maids  in  love, 
Upbraid  my  falfehood  j  when  they've  faid  as  falfe 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  as  fandy  earth  j 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf} 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  ftep-darne  to  her  fon  ; 
Yea  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  of  falfehood, 
As  falfe  as  CreJJid. 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made  :  feal  it,  feal  it,  I'll  be 
the  witnefs.  Here  I  hold  your  hand  j  here  my  coufin's  j 
jf  ever  you  prove  falfe  to  one  another,  fince  I  have  taken 
fuch  pains  to  bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  goers- 
between  be  call'd  to  the  world's  end  afier  my  name  ; 
call  them  all  Pandars  j  let  all  inconfrant  men  be  Trot' 
/tfj's,  all  falfe  women  Crejjidas,  and  all  brokers-between 
Pandars  :  fay  Amen. 

Troi.  Amen  ! 

Cre,  Amen  ! 

Pan.  Amen  !  Whereupon  I  will  fhew  you  a  chamber 
with  a  bed  j  which  bed,  becaufeit  fhall  not  fpeak  of  your 
pretty  encounters,  prefs  it  to  death  :  away. 
And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-ty'd  maidens  here, 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  gecr  !      \Excur.t. 
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SCENE     VI.     The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Agamemnon,    Ulyfles,    Diomedes,   Neftor, 
Menelaus,  and  Calchas. 

Cal.  Now,  Princes,  for  the  fervice  I  have  done  you^ 

Th*  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 

To  call  tor  recompence  :  appear  it  to  you 

That,  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  come, 

I  have  abancion'd  Tray,  left  my  pofTeffion, 

Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name,  expos'd  myfdf, 

From  certain  and  pofleft  conveniencies, 

To  doubtful  fortunes  j  fequeftred  from  ail, 

That  time,  acquaintance,  cuftom,  and  condition, 

Make  time  and  moft  familiar  to  my  nature  : 

And  here  to  do  you  fervice  am  become 

As  new  into  the  world,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 

I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  tafte, 

To  give  me  now  a  lit  le  benefit, 

Out  of  thofe  many  regiftred  in  promife, 

Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Aga.  What  wouldft  thou  of  us,  Trojan  f  make  demand. 
Cal.   Vou  have  a  Trojan  prifoner,  tall'd  Anterior, 

Yefterday  took  :  T  oy  holds  him  very  dear. 

Oft  have  you,  (often  had  you  thar-ks  therefore) 

Delir'd  my  CreJJid  in  right  great  exchange, 

Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deny'd  :   bat  this  Anteuor, 

I  know,  is  fuch  a  reft  in  their  affairs. 

That  their  negotiations  all  muft  flack, 

Wanting  his  manage  5  and  they  will  almofr. 

Give  us  a  Prince  o'th'  blood,  a  fon  of  Priam, 

In  change  of  him.     Let  him  be  fent,  great  Princes. 

And  he  fhall  buy  my  daughter:   and  her  prefence 

Shall  quits  ftrike  off  all  fervice  I  have  done, 

In  moft  accepted  pay. 

Aga.   Let  Diomede  bear  him. 
And  bring  us  Crejfid hither  :   Calchas  fhall  have 
What  he  requcfts  of  us.     Good  Diomede, 
Furmfh  you  fairly  for  this  enterchange  j 
Withal,  bring  word  if  HeElor  will  to-morrow 
B;  miwer'J  in,  his  challenge.     A^k  is  ready, 

Dio. 
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D'w.  This  mall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burden 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  [Exit* 

SCENE    VII. 

Achilles  and  Patroclus  appear  before  their  Tent, 

Ulyf.  Achilles  ftands  i'th'  entrance  of  his  tent  j 
Pleafe  it  our  General  to  pafs  frrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot  j  snd  Princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  : 
I  will  come  laft,  'tis  like  he'll  queftion  me, 
Why  fuch  unplaufive  eyes  are  bent  on  him. 
If  h,  I  have  deciiion  rnedicinable 
To  ufe  between  your  flrangenefs  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  mail  have  defire  to  drink. 
It  may  do  good  :  Pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  fliew  itfelf,  but  pride  ;  for  fupple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Aga.   We'll  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  oft 
A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along  j 
So  do  each  Lord,  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  ell'e  difdainfully,  which  {hall  make  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.     I  will  lead  the  way. 

Ach'il.  What,  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind.     I'll  fight  no  more  'gainft  Trey  ? 

Aga.   What  fjys  AcbiHst  ?  would  he  ought  with  us  * 

Neft.   Would  y>  i,  my  Lord,  ought  with  the  General  ? 

Ach'il.   No.     ' 

Nift.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Air*.  The  better. 

Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.    How  do   you,   how  do  you  ? 

Achil.  What,  does  the  cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Ajax.  How  now,  Patroclus  t 

Achil.  Good-morrow,  Ajax. 

Ajax.  Ha? 

Achil.  Good-morrow. 

Ajax.   Ay,  and  good  next  day  too.  [Exeunt* 

Achil.  What  mean  thefe  fellows?  know  they  not  Ackilkst 

Pat.  They  pafs  by  ftrangely  :  they  wereus'd  to  bend, 
To  fend  their  fmiies  before  them  to  Achilles, 

To 
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To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 
*Tis  certain,  Greatnefs  once  fall'n  out  with  fortune 
Muft  tall  out  with  men  too :  what  the  declin'd  is 
He  lhall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
As  fed  in  his  own  fall :  for  men,  like  butter-flies, 
Shew  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  fuminer  j 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  Amply,  man, 
Hath  honour,  but  is  honour'd  by  thofe  honours 
That  are  without  him  j  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit  : 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  flipp'ry  flanders,, 
(The  love  that  lean'd  on  them,  as  flipp'ry  too) 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.     But  'tis  not  fo  with  me  : 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends,  1  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poffefs, 
Save  thefe  men's  looks,  who  do  methinks  find  out 
Something  in  me  not  worth  that  rich  beholding 
As  tkey  have  often  giv'n.     Here  is  Ulyjjh, 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading. — Now,  Ulylles. 
Ulyj.  Now,  TbctiY  fon  ! 
Achil.  What  are  you  reading? 
Ulyf.  A  flrange  fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  Man,  how  dearly  ever  parted,  * 
How  much  in  Having,  or  without,  or  in, 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection  , 
As  when  his  virtues  fhining  upon  others 
Heat  tnem,  and  they  retort  that  heat  agaia 
To  the  tint  giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  flrange,  Ulvjfci. 
The  beauty  that  is  born  here  in'the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  it  commends  itfelf 
To  ethers  eyes  :  nor  doth  the  eye  itfelf 
(That  molt  pure  fpirit  of  knk)  behold  itfelf 
Not  going  from  itfelf,  but  eyes  oppos'd 

*  that  Ut  how  valuable  foever  his  parts  are. 

Salute 
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Salute  each  other  with  each  others  form. 

For  fpeculation  turns  not  to  itfelf, 

'Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  marry'd  there 

Where  it  may  fee  itfelf;  this  is  not  flrange.  If3 

Ulyf.  I  do  not  ftrain  at  the  pofition.  m; 

It  is  familiar  j  but  the  author's  drift; 

Who  in  his  circumftance  exprefly  proves 

That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 

(Tho'  in  and  of  him  there  is  much  confifting) 

'Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others  : 

Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  know  them  for  ought, 

"Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  applauie 

Where  they're  extended;  which  like  an  arch  reverb'rates 

The  voice  again,  or  like  a  gate  of  fteel 

Fronting  the  fun,  receives  and  renders  back 

His  figure  and  his  heat.     I  was  much  rapt 

In  this  I  read,  and  apprehended  here 

Immediately  the  unknown  Ajax  :  heav'ns! 

What  a  man's  there  ?  a  very  horfe,  that  has 

He  knows  not  what:  in  nature  what  things  there  are 

Mod  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe ! 

What  things  again  moft  dear  in  the  efteem, 
And  poor  in  worth !  now  mall  we  fee  to-morrow, 
An  atl  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 
Ajax  renown'd !  O  heav'ns,  what  fome  men  do, 
While  fome  men  leave  to  do  ! 
How  fome  men  fleep  in  fkittifli  fortune's  hall, 
While  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes  : 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride, 
While  pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs ! 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  Loids,  why,  ev'n  already 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  moulder, 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Heclor\  brealt, 
And  great  Troy  fhrinking. 

AcbiL  This  I  do  believe  : 
They  pafs'd  by  me,  as  mifers  do  by  beggars, 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look  : 
What,  are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

Uhf.  Time  hath  my  Lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back ; 

Wherein 
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Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 

A  great-hVd  monfter  of  ingratitude. 

Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  pad,  which  are  devour'd 

As  raft  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  foon 

As  done:  perfeverance  keeps  honour  bright: 

lo  have  done,    is  to  hang  quite  out  of  famion, 

Like  rufty  Mad  in  monumental  mockery. 

For  honour  travels  in  a  ftrait  (6  narrow 

Wheie  one  but  goes  abreaft;  keep  then  the  path: 

For  Emulation  hath  a  thoufand  fons, 

That  one  by  one  purfue  ;  if  you  give  way 

Or  turn  from  the  diretf:  forth-right, 

Like  to  an  entred  tide  thev  all  rum  by, 

And  leave  you  hindermoft;  and  there  you  lie, 

Luce  to  a  gallant  horfe  rall'n  in  firft  rank, 

For  pavement  to  the  abject  rear,  o'er-run 

And  trampled  on:  Then  what  they  do  in  prefent, 

ino  lew  than  yours  in  paft,  muft  o'er-too  yours. 

Foi-  time  is  like  a  fafluoftable  hoit, 

That  (lightly  makes  his  parting  gueft  by  th»  hand; 

But  with  his  arms  out-ftretch'd,  as  he  would  flv, 

^ra.ps  the  in-eomer ;   Welcome  ever  fmiles, 

And  Farevvel  gees  cut  fighing.     Let  not  virtue 

Seek  remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was. 

tor  beauty,  wit,  high  birth,  defert  in  fervicc, 

Love,  friendflrip,  charitv,  are  fubje&s  all 

I  o  envious  ana  calumniating  time. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin; 

Ifiat  aj]  witn  one  confent  praife  new  born  gaudes, 

ino   they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  naft; 

Ar.d  give  to  iuft  that  is  a  little  gilt 

More  Iat:d  than  they  will  give  to  gold  o'er-dufted. 

Ihe  prefent  eye  praifes  the  prefent  objeel:. 

i  hen  marvel  no:  thou  great  and  complete  man, 

That  ail  the  Greeks  begin  to  worfhtp  Ajax; 

since  things  in  motion  feoner  catch  the  eye, 

Than  what  not  ftirs.     The  cry  went  once  for  thee, 

And  Rill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  aaain, 

a  tiu.u  ivouldft  not  entomb  thyfelf  alive, 

And  c&fj  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent: 

Whofb 
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Whofe  glorious  deed'  but  in  thefe  fields  of  late 
Made  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  Gods  themfelves, 
And  drave  great  Man  to  faction. 

Acb'tl.  Of  my  privacy 
I  have  ftrong  reafons. 

Ulyf.  'Gainft  your  privacy 
The  reafons  are  more  potent  and  heroka!. 
*Tis  known,  Acbi'h:,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  PriaitFs  daughter?. 

Acbil.  Ha  !  fay  you  known  ! 

Ulyf.  Is  that  a  wonder? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  fbte, 
Knows  almoft  ev'ry  grain  of  Pluto's  gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  th'  uncomprehenfive  deep  j 
Keeps  pace  with  thought;  and  almoft  like  the  Gods 
Does  ev'n  our  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradle*. 
There  ir.  a  mylrcry  (with  which    relation 
Dnrft  never  meddle)  in  the  foul  of  ftale  j 
Which  hath  an  oj  eration  more  divine, 
Than  breath  or  pen  can  give  expreffure  to- 
All  the  commerce  that  vou  have  had  with  Troy 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  Lord. 
And   better  would    it  fit  Achilla  much, 
To  throw  down  ffeEior^  than  Pdxxera- 
But  it  muit.  griev?  young  Pyrrbus  now  at  horn?, 
When  fame  Jhal!  in  his  ill  ind  found  her  trump, 
And  ail  the  Grczkifh  girls  {halt  tripping  fing. 
Great  Heftor'j  jifier  did  Achilles  win. 
But  our  great  A] ax  bravely  beat  down  Keftor. 
Farewel,  my  Lord — I,  as  your  Lover,  fpcakj 
The  fool  Aides  o'er  the  ice  that  you  mould  break.  [Exit 

SCENE     VIII. 

Pat.  To  this  effeft,  Achilles,  have  I  movM  you  j 
A  woman,  impudent  and  mann'fh  grown, 
Is  not  more  lcath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  aft.     I  Hand  condemn' d  for  this  ; 
They  think  my  little  ftomach  to  the  war, 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  reftrain  you  thus. 
Oh.  roufe  yourfelf!  and  the  weak  wanton  Cupid 

Sfca. 
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I  Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  am'rous  fold, 
1  And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane, 
(  Be  [hook  to  air. 

Achil.  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  He&or!——  , 

Pat.  Ay,  and  perhaps  receive  much  honour  by  him. 
Achil.  I  fee  my  reputation  is  at  flake, 
My  fame  is  fhrewdly  gor'd. 

pat.  O  then  beware : 
Thofe  wounds  heal  ill  that  men  do  give  themfelves : 
Omiflion  to  do  what  is  neceflary 
Seals  a  commiflion  to  a  blank  of  dangerj 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idly  in  the  fun. 

Achil.  Go  call  Ther  tites  hither,  fweet  Pativclus: 
I'll  fend  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  Lords,  after  the  combat, 
To  fee  us  here  :   1  have  a  woman's  longing, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  fick  withal, 
To  fee  great  Hcclor  in  the  weeds  of  peace, 
To  talk  wirh  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 
Ev'n  to  my  full  of  view. — A  labour  fav'd ! 

SCENE      IX. 
Enter  Therfites. 

'Ther.  A  wonder ! 

Acbil  What? 

"The.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  afking  for  himfelf. 

Acbil.  Howfb? 

Ther.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to-morrow  with  Heclor,  and 
is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling,  that 
he  raves  in  faying  nothing. 

Achil.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  (talks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock, 
a  ftride  and  a  (land  ;  ruminates  like  an  hoftefs  that 
hath  no  arithmetick  but  her  brain,  to  fet  down  her 
reckoning  $  bites  his  lip  with  a  politick  regard,  as  who 
fhould  fay,  there  were  wit  in  his  head,  if  'twould  out;: 
and  fo  there  is,  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  a  fire  in 
a  flint,  which  will  not  {hew  without  knocking  The 
man's  undone  for  ever  :  for  if  HeSliir  break  not  his  neck 
Vol.  VIII.  S  i'U* 


206  Troilus  and  Creflida. 

i'th' combat,  he'll  break' t  himfelf  in  vain -glory.  He 
knows  not  me :  I  faid,  good  morrow,  Ajax,  and  he  re- 
plied, thanks,  Agamemnon.  What  think  you  of  this 
man,  that  takes  me  for  the  General  ?  he's  grown  a 
very  land-fifh,  language-lefs,  a  monfter.  A  plague  of 
opinion !  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides,  like  a  leather 

AcbM.  Thou  muft  be  my  ambaffador  to  him,  Tberfttes. 

Tber.  Who,  I? why,  he'll  anfwer  no   body}    he 

profeffes  not  anfwering;  fpeaking  is  for  beggars  j  he  wears 
his  tongue  in's  arms.  I  will  put  on  his  prefence  j  let 
Patroclus  make  his  demands  to  me,  you  fhall  fee  the 
pageant  of  Ajax. 

Acbil.  To  him,  Patroclus— \.z\\  him,  I  humbly  defire 
the  valiant  Ajax,  to  invite  the  moil:  valorous  EeElor  to 
come  unarm'd  to  my  tent,  and  to  procure  fafe  conduct 
for  his  perfon  of  the  magnanimous  and  moft  illuftrious, 
fix  or  feven  times  honour'd,  Captain-general  of  the  Gre- 
cian army,  Agamemnon,  &c.     Do  this. 

Pat.  Jove  blefs  great  Ajax  I 

'Tber.  Hum 

Pat.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Achilles. 

Tber.  Ha!  . 

Pat.  Who  more  humbly  denres  you  to  invite  Heeler  to 

his  tent. 

Tbcr.  Hum 

Pat.  And  to  procure  fafe  conduct  from  Agamemnon, 

Tber.  Agamemnon  I 

Pat.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Tber.  Ha! 

Pat.  What  fay  you  to't  ? 

Tber.  God  be  wi'you,  with  all  my  heart. 

Pat.  Your  anfwer,  Sir. 

Tber.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  a  clock  it 
will  go  one  way  or  other  5  howfoever,  he  fhall  pay  for 
me  ere  he  has  me. 

Pat.  Your  anfwer,  Sir, 

Tber.  Fare  ye  well,  with  a)l  my  heart. 

AcbU.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ? 

TL<r.  No,  but  he's  out  o'tune  thus  j  what  mufick  will 

be 
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be  in  him,  when  He&or  has  knock'd  out  his  brains,  I 
know  not.  But  I  am  fure  none  ;  unlefs  the  fidler  Apollo 
get  his  finews  to  make  Catlings  on. 

Achil.  Come,  thou  fhalt  bear  a  letter  to  him  ftraight, 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  horfe  j  for  that's  the 
more  capable  creature. 

Acbil.  My  mind  is  troubled  like  a  fountain  ftirr'd, 
-And  I  myfelf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it.  [Exit, 

7hcr.  Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 
again,  that  I  might  water  an  afs  at  it  j  I  had  rather 
be  a  tick  in  a  fheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance. 

[Exeunt, 

A   C   T    IV.    SCENE    I. 

A  Street  in  Troy. 

Enter  at  one  door  ^Eneas  with  a  torch}  at  another,  Paris, 
Deiphobus,  Antenor,  and  Diomede  with  torches, 

Par-CEE,  ho!  who  is  that  there? 
^     Dei.  It  is  the  Lord  AZneas. 

AZne.  Is  the  Prince  there  in  perfon  ? 
Had  I  {0  good  occasion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,  Prince  Paris,  nought  but  heav'nly  bufinefs 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  That's  my  mind  too :  good-morrow,  Lord  ALneat, 

Par.  A  valiant  Greek,  ALneas,  take  his  hand  j 
Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  fpeech,  wherein 
You  told,  how  Diomede  a  whole  week  by  days 
Did  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

ALne.  Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir ! 
During  all  quefKon  of  the  gentle  truce  : 
But  when  J  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute! 

Dio.  The  one  and  th'  other  Diomede  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm,  and  fo  long,  health : 
But  when  contention  and  occafion  meet, 
By  Jove  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  my  force,  purfuit  and  policy. 

A£ne.  And  thou  {halt  hunt  a  lion  "that  will  flie 
With  his  face  back— -in  human  gentlencis 

S  2,  Welcome 
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Welcome  to  Troy-— now  by  Anchifes  life, 
"Welcome  indeed— -by  Venus"  hand  I  fwe*r, 
No  man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 

Via.   We  fympathize.     Jove,  let  ALr.eas  live 
(If  to  my  fword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  fun: 
But  in  mine  emuious  honour  let  him  die, 
With  every  joint  a  wound,  and  that  to-morrow. 
y£ne.  We  know  each  other  well. 
Vo.   We  do  }  and  long  to  know  each  other  wcrfe. 
Par.  This  is  the  moft  defpightful,  gentle  greeting, 
The  nobleft,  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  heard  of. 
What  bufinefs,  Lord,  fo  early? 

JEne.  I  was  fent  for  to  the  King ;  but  why,  I  know  not. 
Par.  His  purpofe  meets  you:   'twas,  to  bring  this  Grtek 
To  Calchai  houfe,  and  there  to  render  him 
(For  the  enfree'd  Anterior)  the  fair  Crejfid, 
Let's  have  your  company  j  or,  if  you  pleafe, 
Hafte  there  before.     I  conftantly  do  think 
(Or  rather  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night. 
Roufehim,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach  3 
With  the  whole  quality  whereof,  I  fear, 
We  mail  be  much  unwelcome. 

Mne.  That  allure  you. 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Cretce, 
Than  Crejfid  borne  from  Troy, 

Par.  There  is  no  help  j 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  fo.     On,  Lord,  we'll  follow  you.  # 

AZne.  Good-morrow  all.  \Exit% 

Par.  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomede;  tell  me  true, 
Ev'n  in  the  foul  of  good  found  fellowftiip, 
Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  Helen  moft  ? 
Myfelfj  or  Menelaus? 

Dio.  Both  alike. 
He  merits  well  to  have  her  that  doth  feek  her 
(Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foilure,) 
With  fuch  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge. 
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And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  fhat  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  ta!>e  of  her  difhonour,) 
With  fuch  a  coflly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends. 
He  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  j 
You  like  a  letcher,  out  of  whorifh  loins 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors  : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weigks  nor  lcfs  nor  more, 
But  he  as  you,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  country-woman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country :  hear  me,  Paris, 
For  ev'ry  falfe  drop  in  her  baudy  veins 
A  Grecian  %  life  hath  funk}  for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  (lain.     Since  {he  could  fpeak, 
She  hath  not  giv'n  fo  many  good  words  breath, 
As,    for  her,  Greeks  and  Trojans  fuffer'd  death. 

Par.   Fair  D'icrr.ede,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Difpraile  the  thing  that  you  defire  to  buy: 
But  we  in  filence  hold  this  virtue  well; 
We'll  not  commend  what  w'  intend  not  to  fell. 
Here  lies  our  way,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II.     Pandarus's  Houfe. 
Enter  Troilus  and  Crefiida, 

Troi.  Dear,  trouble  not  yourfelfj   the  morn  is  cold. 

Cre.  Then  fweet  my  Lord,  I'll  call  my  uncle  down: 
He  ihall  unbolt  the  gates. 

Troi.  Trouble  him  not 

To  bed,  to  bjd fleep  feal  thofe  pretty  eyes, 

And  give  as  foft  attachment  to  thy  lenfes, 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought ! 

Cre.  Good-morrow  then. 

Troi.  I  pr'ythee  now  to  bed. 

Cre.   Are  you  a  weary  of  me  ? 

Troi.  O  Crejjida!  but  that  the  bufy  day, 
Wak'd  by  the  lark,  has  rous'd  the  ribald  crows, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cre.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

S  3  Beftrew 
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Troi.  Befhrew  the  witch!  with  venomous  wights  flie 
Tedious  as  hell :  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love,  [ftays 

"With  wings  more  momentary-fwift  than  thought : 
You  will  catch  cold,   and  curfe  me. 

Cre,  Pr'ythee  tarry : 

You  men  will  never  tarry foolifh  Crejfida! 

I  might  have  ftill  held  off,  and  then  you  would 
Have  tarried  longer.     Hark,  there  is  one  up. 

Pan.  [Within.]  What!  all  the  doors  open  here? 

ITrc/t  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Cre.  A  peftilence  on  him  !  now  will  he  be  mocking  j 
I  /hall  have  fuch  a  life • 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maiden-heads  ? 
Hear  you,  maid}  where's  my  coufin  Crcjfid? 

Cre.  Go  hang  yourfelf,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle  : 
You  bring  me  to  do  ■  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pan.  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  ?  let  her  fay  what : 
What  have  I  brought  you  to  do? 

Cre.  Come,  come,  be/hrew  your  heart;  you'll  ne'er  be 
good  ;  nor  fuffer  others. 

Par..  Ha,  ha !  alas  poor  wretch j  a  poor  Capoccbia> 
haft  not  flept  to-night  ?  would  he  not  (a  naughty  man) 
let  it  fleep  ?  a  bugbear  take  him  !  [One  knocks. 

Cre.  Did  I  not  tell  you  ?---would  he  were  knock'd  o' 
th*  head— who's  at  door?— -good  uncle,  go  and  fee. 
— My  Lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber  :•— you 
fmile  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. 

Troi.   Ha,  ha— — — — — 

Cre.  Come,  you  are  deceiv'd,  I  think  of  no  fuch  thing. 

How  earneflJy  they  knock — pray  you  come  in.     [Knock* 

I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  leen  here.     [Exeunt. 

Pan.  Who's  there  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  will  you  beat 

down  the  door  ?  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

SCENE    III.     Enter  ^Eneas. 

JEnt.  Good-morrow,  Lord,  good-morrow. 
Pan.  Who's  there?  my  Lord  /Eneas  ?  by  my  troth, 
\  knew  you  notj  what  news  with  you  fo.  early? 

X  /Er,ef 
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JEne.  Is  not  Prince  Troths  here  ? 

Pan.  Here  !  what  mould  he  do  here  ? 

JEne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  Lord,  do  not  deny  him  : 
It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here,  fay  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know, 
I'll  be  fworn  j  for  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late :  what 
fliould  he  do  here  ? 

JEne.  Pho  !-— nay,  then  : — come,  come,  you'll  do 
him  wrong,  ere  y'are  aware  :  you'll  be  fo  true  to  him, 
to  be  falfe  to  him  :  do  not  you  know  of  him,  but  yet  go 
fetch  him  hither,  go-  [As  Pandarus  is  going  out, 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

JEne.  My  Lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  yoo, 
My  matter  is  fo  harm  :  there  is  at  hand 
Pari:  your  brother,  and  Deipbohus, 
The  Grecian  Diomede,  and  our  Antenor 
Deliver' d  to  us,  and  for  him  forthwith, 
Ere  the  firft  facrifice,  within  this  hour, 
We  muft  give  up  to  Diumedes  hand 
The  Lady  CreJJida. 

Troi.   Is  it  (o  concluded  ? 

JEne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  ftate  of  Troj} 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Troi.  How  my  achievements  mock  me  ! 
I  will  go  meet  them  j  and  (my  Lord  JEneasJ 
We  met  by  chance,  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

Mne.  Good,  good,  my  Lord  j  the  fecreteft  of  natures 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Creflida  to  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Is't  poffible  ?  no  fooner  got,  but  loft  ?  the  devil 
take  Antenor  !  the  young  Prince  will  go  mad  :  a  plague 
upon  Antenor  I  I  would  they  had  broke's  neck. 

Cre.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  who  was  here  f 

Pan.  Ah,  ah  ! 

Cre.  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly  ?  where's  my  Lord  ? 
gone  !  tell  me,  fweet  uncle*  what's  the  matter  ? 
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Pan.  Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth,  as  I  am 

above  ! 

Cre.  O  the  Gods !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan-  Pr'ythee  get  thee  in  j  would  thou  had'ft  ne'er 
been  born  !  I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  death.  O  poor 
gentleman  !  a  plague  upon  Anterior  ! 

Cre,  Good  uncle,  I  befeech  you,  on  my  knees  I  befeech 
you,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  muft  be  gone,  wench,  thou  muft  be  gone : 
thou  art  chang'd  for  Antenor  }  thou  muft  go  to  thy  fa- 
ther, and  be  gone  from  Troilus :  'twill  be  his  death  ; 
'twill  be  his  bane  j  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cre.  O  you  immortal  Gods  !  I  will  not  go. 

Pan-  Thou  muft. 

Cre.  I  will  not,  uncle  :  I've  forgot  my  father. 
I  know  no  touch  of  confanguinity  : 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  foul  fo  near  me, 
As  the  fweet  Troilus.     O  you  Gods  divine  ! 
Make  Crejfid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falfhood, 
If  ever  fhe  leave  Troilus.     Time  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extreams  you  can  : 
But  the  ftrong  bafe  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  to  it.     I'll  go  in  and  weep, ■ 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cre.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  fcratch  my  praifed  cheeks. 
Crack  my  clear  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilus.     I'll  not  go  from  Troy.    [Exeunt* 

SCENE     V. 

,      Before  Pandarus's  Hcufe. 

Enter  Paris,  Troilus,  iEneas,  Deiphobus,  Antencr,  and 

Diomedes. 

Par.  It  is  great  morning,  and  the  hour  prefixt 
Or"  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  faft  upon  us  :  good  my  brother  Trcilus, 
Tell  you  the  Lady  what  fhe  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Tro'u  Walk  into  her  houfe  :  „ 
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I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently  ; 
And  to  his  hand  when  1  deliver  her. 
Think  it  an  altar,  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  prieft,  there  offering  to  it  his  heart. 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love, 
And  would,  as  I  fltall  pity,  I  could  help ! 
Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  Lords.  ytxeunt, 

SCENE     VI. 
An  Apartment  in  Pandarus'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Creflida. 
Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 
Cre.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect  that  I  tafte, 
And  in  its  fenfe  is  no  lefs  ftrong,  than  that 
Which  caufeth  it.     How  can  I  moderate  it  . 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affection, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate, 
The  like  allayment  could  I  give  my  grief  j 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  drofs. 

Enter  Troilus. 

No  more  my  grief,  in  fuch  a  precious  lofs. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,— a,  fweet  duck  !-** 
Cre.  O  Troilus,  Troilus  ! 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  fpetfacles  is  here  1  let  me  embrace 
too  :  0  heart,  (as  the  goodly  faying  is  ;) 
0  heart,  0  heavy  heart, 
Wbyjigbfi  thou  without  breaking  ? 
Where  he  aniwers  again  5 

Becauje  thou  canji  not  eafe  thy  ftnart, 
By  friendship  nor  by  JpeaAing. 
There  was  never  a  truer  rhyme.     Let  us  call  away  no- 
thing, for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a  verfe  j  we 
fee  it,  we  fee  it.     How  now,  lambs  ? 

Troi.  CreJJid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  Grange  a  purity, 
That  the  bleft  Gods,  as  angry  with  niy  fancy, 
(More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities)  take  thee  from  me. 
Cre.  Have  the  Gods  envy  i 
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Pan.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  too  plain  a  cafe. 

Cre.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  muft  go  from  Troy  ? 

Troi.  A  hateful  truth. 

Cre-  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Troi.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cre.  Is  it  poflible  ? 

Tro'i.  And  fuddenly  :  while  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  lock'd  embraces,  Strangles  our  dear  vows, 
Ev'n  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath* 
We  two,  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  fighs 
Each  other  bought,  muft  poorly  fell  ourfelves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one. 
Injurious  Time  now  with  a  robber's  hafte 
Crams  his  rich  thiev'ry  up  he  knows  not  ho\V« 
As  many  ftfrewels  as  be  ftars  in  heav'n, 
With  diftin£r.  breath  and  confign'd  kiffes  to  them, 
He  fumbles  up  all  in  one  loofe  adieu  j 
And  fcants  us  with  the  fingle  famifh'd  kifs, 
Diftafted  with  the  fait  of  broken  tears. 

Mne.  [Within.]  My  Lord,  is  the  Lady  ready  ? 

Trot.  Hark,  you  are  call'd.     Some  fay,  the  Genius  fo 
Cries,  come,  to  him  that  inftantly  muft  die. 
Bid  them  have  patience ;  me  fhall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or 
my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  root.     [Exit  Pandarus. 

Cre.  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians? 

Troi.  No  remedy. 

Cre.  A  woeful  Crejjid  *mongft  the  merry  Greeks  I 
When  mall  we  fee  again  ? 

Tro'i.  Hear  me,  my  love  ;  be  thou  but  true  of  heart — 

Cre.  I  true  ?  how  now  ?  what  wicked  deem  is  this  ? 

Troi.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  expostulation  kindly, 

For  it  is  parting  from  us : 

I  fpcak  not  he  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  : 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  Death  himfelf, 
That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart  j 
But  be  thou  true  fay  I,  to  fafhion  in 

My 
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My  fequent  proteftation :   be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cre.  O,  you  fhall  be  expos'd,  my  Lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite,  as  imminent  :  but  I'll  be  true. 

Troi.  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger.  Wear  this  ileeve 
Cre.  And  you  this  glove.     When  fhall  I  fee  you  then  > 
Trot.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  centinels 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 
But  yet  be  true. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns !  be  true  again  ? 

Troi.  Hear  why  I  fpeak  it,  love  :  the  Grecian  youths 
Are  full  of  fubtle  qualities,  they're  loving, 
They're  well  compos'd,  with  gifts  of  nature  flowing 
And  fwelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercife  j 

How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  perfon 

Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealoufy 
(Which,  I  befeech  you,  call  a  virtuous  fin) 
Makes  me  afraid. 

Cre.  O  heav'ns !  you  love  me  not. 
Troi.  Die  I  a  villain  then  ! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :   I  can't  fing 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt ;  nor  fweeten  talk  ; 
Nor  play  at  fubtle  games  j   fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant. 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  thefe 
There  lurks  a  Hill  and  dumb-difccurfive  devil, 
That  tempts  moft  cunningly  !  but  be  not  tempted. 
Cre.  Do  you  think  I  will  ? 
Troi.   No. 
But  fomething  may  be  done  that  we  will  not : 
And  fometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourfelves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prefuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

Mne.  [Within.]  Nay,  good  my  Lord 

Troi.  Come  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 
Par.  [Within]   Brother  Troilus  ! 
Trot.  Good  brother,  come  you  hither, 
And  bring  Apneas  and  the  Grecian  with  you« 
Cre,  My  Lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 


I  r</-.) 


216  Troilus  and  Creflida. 

Iroi.  Who,  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 
While  others  fifh  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catch  meer  fimplicity. 
While  fome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns, 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bate. 
Fear  not  my  truth  ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is  plain  and  true,  there's  all  the  reach  of  it. 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  y£neas,  Paris,  and  Diomedes. 

Welcome,  Sir  D'wmcde  ;  here  is  the  Lady, 

Whom  for  Anter.or  we  deliver  you. 

At  the  port  (Lord)  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand, 

And  by  the  way  poffefs  thee  what  (he  is. 

lintreat  her  fair,  and  by  my  foul,  fair  Greek, 

If  e'er  thou  ftand  at  mercy  of  my  fword, 

Name  CrcJJid,  and  thy  life  fhall  be  as  fafe 

As  Priam's  is  in  Hi  on. 
Dio.  Lady  Crejjid, 

So  pleafe  you,  fave  the  thanks  this  Prince  expects  : 

The  luflre  in  your  eye,  heav'n  in  your  cheek, 

Plead   your  fair  ufage  $  and  to  Diomede 

You  fhall  be  miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 
Troi.  Grecian,  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteoifly, 

To  ih?m*  the  zeal  of  my  petition  towards  thee 
By  praifing  her.     I  tell  thee,  Lord  of  Greece, 

She  is  as  far  high-foaring  o'er  thy  praife^;, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  fervant. 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  : 
For  by  the  dreadful  Pluto>  if  thou  doft  not, 
(Tho'  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard) 
{'11  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  Oh  be  not  mov'd,  Prince  Troilus. 
Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place  and  mefTage, 
To  be  a  fpeaker  i'ree.     When  I  am  hence, 
I'll  anfwer  to  my  lift  :  and  know,  my  Lord, 
I'll  nothing  do  on  charge;  to  her  own  worth 
She  fhall  be  priz'd  :  but  that  you  fay,  be"tfo  j 
]    i  (peak  it  in  my  fpirit  and  honour — no. 
Iroi.  Come  to  the  port — I'll  tell  thee,  Diomede, 

This 
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This  brave  /hall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head. 

Lady,  give  me  your  hand— and  as  we  walk, 

To  our  ownfelves  bend  we  our  needful  talk.  [SoundTrumpet* 

Par.  Hark,  lleEins  trumpet  ! 

JEne.  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning  ? 
The  Prince  mull  think  me  tardy  and  remifs, 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  the  field. 

Par.  'Tis  Troilus'  fault.  Come,  come  to  field  with  him* 

D'iq.  Let  us  make  ready  ftraight. 

Aim.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  frefh  alacrity 
Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  Hcclur's  heels  :  , 

The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fingle  chivalry.  [Excvnta 

SCENE     VIII. 
The  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  AjdiXarmdy  Agamemnon,  Achilles,  Patroclus, 

Menelaus,  Ulyfles,  Neftor,  &c. 

Aga.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair, 
Anticipating  time  with  ftarting  courage  $ 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax,  that  th'  appalled  air 
Way  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Trumpet,  there's  my  purfe  ; 
tfow  crack  thy  lungs,  and  fplit  thy  brazen  pipe  : 
Blow,  villain,  'till  thy  fphered  bias  cheek 
Out-fwell  the  cholick  of  puft  Aqmhn  : 
Come  frret-ch.  thy  cheft,  and  let  thy  eyes  fpout  blood  ! 
Thou  blow'ft  for  Heclor.  [Truml el  founds, 

Uiyf.   Yet  no  trumpet  anfwers. 
Acbil.  It  is  but  early  day. 

Aga.  Is  not  yon1  Dlomede  with  Calchas"  daughtar  f 
U/yf.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  ther  manner  of  hi*  gate, 
He  rilea  on  his  toe  ;  that  fpirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  hinvfrom  the  eaich. 

Enter  Diomede  a.rt/Cremda, 

Aga.  Is  this  the  Lady  Creff.da  f 

Dio.  Ev'n  me, 

Vot.VJII,  %  /!*** 


» 
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Aga.  Molt  dearly  welcome  to  the  Creeks,  fweet  L2ciy  .'  * 

Dio.  Lady,  a  void I'll  bring  you  to  your  father. 

[Diomedes  hads  cut  Creflida. 
Ulyf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her  : 

There'a 


*    ■      fweet  Lady  ! 

Ncft.  Our  General  doth  falute  you  with  a  kifs. 
Ulyf.  Yet  is  the  kindnefs  but  particular  j 
'Twere  better  fhe  were  kifs'd  in  general. 

Ncji.  And  very  courtly  counfel :  I'll  begin. 
So  much  for  Nrftor. 

Achil.  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips,  fair  Lady  : 
Achilla  bids  you  w  elcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  killing  once. 

Pat.  But  that's  no  argument  for  killing  now  : 
For  thus  pop'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment, 
And  parted  thus,  you  and  ycur  argument. 

Ulyf.  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  fcorns. 
For  which  we  lole  our  he^ds,  to. gild  his  horns. 

Pat.  The  firl>  was  Zltnclaus"  kifs —  this  mine  ~. 
Patroclus  ki.Tts  thee. 

Men.  O,  this  is  trim. 

Pat.  Paris  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  I'll  have  my  kifs,  Sir:   Lady,  by  your  leave, 

Cre.  In  killing  do  you  render  or  receive  ? 

Pat.  Both  take  and  give. 

Cre.  I'll  make  my  match  to  give, 
The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  jau  give  ; 
Therefore  no  kifs. 

Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three  for  ona. 

CrL  You  are  an  odd  man,  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  An  odd  man,  Lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cre.  No  Paris  is  not ;  for  you  know  'tis  true, 
"That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'th'  head. 

Cre.  No,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Ulyf.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  againfl.  his  horn  % 
M<jy  I,  fweet  Lady,  beg  a.^jiVcf  yon  ? 


*- 
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fberVs  language  inter  eye,  her che.k,  her  lip  : 

Nay,  her  (*oX  fpeaks  J  her  Wanton  limits  look  out 

A-  eyerv  joint  and  motive  ot  her  body  : 

Oh  thefe  Encounters  !  tho'  glib  ot  tongue 

They  -ive  a  coaftmg  welcome  ere  it  comes  ; 

And* Vide  unclalp  the  rabies  of  their  thoughts 

To  ev  rv  ticklrfh  rjadet  ;  fet  ftwni  do*u 

Vorfluttifh  lpoils  of  opportunity, 

AnJ  daughter  of  the  game.  [Trumm  mtbtti. 

Ail.  The  7,^'iaxs  trumpet ! 

Aga*  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 

Enter  He£tor,  Paris,  Troilus,  iEneas,  Kelenus,  and 
Attendants. 

/Ere.  Haiij  all  the  ftate  of  £?««/  what  mall  be  done 
To  him  that  viftory  commands  ?  or  do  you  purpofe, 
A  viftor  mall  be  known  ?  will  you,  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  ail  extremity 
Purfue  each  other,  or  (hall  thev  be  divided 
By  any  voice,  or  order  of  the  held  ? 
Hector  bade  alk.  . 

A?a.  Which  way  would  Hector  have  it 
JEne.  He  cares  not ;  he'll  obey  conditions. 
Acbll.  'Tis  dons  like  HeBor,  but  fecurely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mifprizing 
The  knight  oppos'd 

JEne.  If  not  Achilles,  Sir,  what  is  your  name  ? 
AtbM.   If  not  Achilles,  nothing.  i 

i£«.  Therefore  JfrAf/En  i  but  whate  er,  know  th*. 


Cre.  You  may. 
Ulyf.   I  do  defire  it. 
Cre.  Whv  beg  then. 

C//y/.  Why  then,  for  Venus'  fekegive  me  a  kifa  s 
When  Jfc/e»'is  a  maid  again,  and  his—- 

Oe.   I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when   tis  due. 
tJ/yf.  Never's  my  day,  and  than  a  kits  of  you. 
v/.. .   Lady,  a  word,  d&c  ^ 
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In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themfelves  in  IUBor\ 
The  one  aimofr  as  infinite  as  all, 
The  other  blank  as  nothing  j   weigh  him  well, 
And  that  which  looks  like  pride  is  courtefie. 
This  yijax  is  half  made  of  HeElor'%  blood, 
In  love  whereof,  half  Heeler  Mays  at  home  ; 
Half  heart,  half  hand,  half  Eetlcr,  come  to  feek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Ttojan  and  half  Greek. 
Acb'il,  A  maiden  battle  then  ?  O,  I  perceive  you. 

Re-enter  Diomede. 

Aga.  Here  is  Sir  Diomede :  go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  Ajax  ;  as  you  and  Lord  JE,veas 
Content  upon  the  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it  j  either  to  the  uttermoft, 
Or  elfe  a  breath.     The  combatants  being  kin 
Half  ftints  their  ftrife  before  their  ftrokes  begin. 

U.yf.   They  are  oppos'd  already. 

Aga.  What  Trojan  is  that  fame  that  looks  fo  heavy  ? 

U>yJ<  The  youngeft  fon  of  Priam,  a  true  knight  j 
Net  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs  ;  firm  of  word  j 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  tongue  j 
Not  foon  provok'd,  nor  being  provok'd  foon  calm'ct  > 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  ; 
For  what  he  has  he  gives  $  what  thinks,  he  fhews  j 
Yet  gives  he  not  'till  judgment  guide  his  bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath  : 
Manly  as  lienor,  but  more  dangerous  $ 
For  Heeler  in  his  blaze  of  wrath  fubferibes 
To  tender  objects;  but  he  in  heat  of  action 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love. 
They  call  him  Trodus,  and  on  him  erect 
A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Heeler. 
Thus  lays  rE?teas  j  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Ev'n  to' his  inches,  and  with  private  foul 
Did  in  great  Won  thus  tranl]ate  him  to  me.       [Alarum* 


SCENE 
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SCENf     IX.      Hcftor  and  Ajax  /^, 

Aga.  They  are  in  action. 

h'efi.  Now,  ^f/dx,  hold  thine  own. 

Troi.  Heflvr,  thou  fieep'ft,  awake  thee. 

Aga.  His  blows  are  well  difpos'd  j  there,  Ajax* 

[Trumpet:  ceafa 
Dio.  You  mutt  no  more. 

JEne.  Princes,  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 

Dio.  As  Hcclor  pleafes. 

Hefl.  Why  then,  will  I  no  more. 
Thou  art,  great  Lord,  my  father's  fitter's  fon  ; 
A  coufm-gcrman  to  great  Priarns.  feed  : 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain. 
Were  thy  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  (o 
That  thou  could'ft  fay,  this  hand  is  Grecian  all, 
And  this  is  Trojan  ;   the  finews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy ;  my  mother's  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  finifter 
Bounds  in  my  lire's  j   by  Jove,  multi potent, 
Thou  mould' ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekifi  membgfj 
Wherein  my  fword  had  not  imprefilire  made 
Of  our  rank  feud  :  But  the  juft  Gods  gainfay, 
That  any  drop  thou  borrow'ft  from  thy  mother, 
My  facred  aunt,  fhould  by  my  mortal  fword 
Ee  drain'd  !  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax  : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  lufty  arms  } 
hector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus— -*« 
Coufin,  all  honour  to  thee  ! 

Ajax.   I  thank  thee,  Heclor  1 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  fiee  a  man  : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  coufin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  earned  in  thy  death. 

Heel.  Not  N  bbtokmui'  fire  fo  mirable  1 
(On  whole,  bright  creft  Fame  with  her  loud'fl  0  yes 
Cries,  This  is  hi)  could  promife  to  himfelf 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Heeler, 

fiir.e.  There  is  expeftance  here  from  barh  the  fides, 

T  3  Wh?.*: 
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What  further  you  will  do. 

Ilctl.   We'll  anfvver  it  : 
The  iffue  is  embracement :  farewel,  Ajcx* 

Ajax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  fuccefs, 
(As  fed  I  have  the  chance)  I  would  defne 
My  famous  coufin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.   'Tis  Agavkmnon^  wiih,  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  long  to  lcc  ur.arm'd  the  valiant  Heclor. 

HcB.  JBntas,  call  my  brother  Trcilus  to  me  : 
And  fignify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  txpeclors  of  our  Trojan  part : 
Defire  them  heme.     Give  me  thy  hand,  my  coufin  : 
J  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  fee  your  knights. 

Agamemnon  av.d  the  reft  of  the  Greeks  come  forward. 

Aja.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

Heel.  The  worth ieft  of  them  tejl  me  name  by  name  ; 
But  for  Achilles,  mine  own  fearching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  fize. 

Aga.  Worthy  of  arms  !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy  ; 
But  that's  no  Welcome  :  underftand  more  clear, 
What's  pail  and  what's  to  come  is  ftrew'd  with  hulks 
An5  formlefs  ruin  of  oblivion  : 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing, 
Bid  thee  with  raoH  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 

Heel.  I  thank  thee,  moll  imperious  Agamemnon. 

jAga.  My  well-fam'd  Lord  of  Troy,  no  lefs  to  you. 

[To  Trr.ilus. 

Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's  greeting  5 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hithet. 

Heel.  Whom  mull  we  anfwer  ? 

JEne.  The  noble  Menclaus.  [thanks, 

Heel.    O you,  my  Lord by  Mars  his  gauntlet, 

Mock  not;,  that  I  affect  th'  untraded  oath  ; 
Your  quondam  wife  fwears  {till  by  Venus'1  glove. 
She's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now.  Sir,  /he's  a  deadly  theme. 

Heel, 
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BeS.  O,  pardon 1  offend. 

Art/?.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  feen  thee  ojt 
Labouring  for  defiiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekijb  youth  :  and  I  have  feen  thee, 
As  hot  as  P«/«w,  fpur  thy  Phrygian  fteed, 
Bravely  defpifing  forfeits  and  fubduements,^ 
When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advanc'd  fword  i'th'  air,' 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd  : 
That  1  have  faid  unto  my  ftanders  by, 
Lc  !  Jupiter  is  yonder  dealing  life. 
And  I  have  (een  thee  pauie,  and  take  thy  breath, 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wreftling.     Thus  I've  feen  thee, 
But  this  thy  countenance,  ftill  lock'd  in  ftecl, 
I  never  faw  'till  now.     I  knew  thy  grand  fire, 
And  once  fought  with  him  ;  he  was  a  foldier  good, 
But,  by  great  Mars  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee.     Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee, 
And,  worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 
JEne.  'Tis  the  old  Nefiof, 

Heft.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chronicle, 
That  haft  (o  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  time  : 
Moil  reverend  Neflor,  I  am  glad  to  clafp  thee. 

Nefl.  I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  contention, 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefie. 
Heft.  I  would  they  could.  . 

Nefl.  By  this  white  beard,  ninghtwiththeeto-morrovr. 
Well,  welcome,  welcome  ;  I  have  feen  the  time— 

Ulyf.  I  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  ftands, 
When  we  have  here  the  bafe  and  pillar  by  us. 

Heft.  I  know  your  favour,  Lord  Ulyjjes,  well. 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  firft  I  law  yourfelf  and  Diomede 
]n  Won,  on  your  Greekijb  embafty. 

Ulyf  Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  enfue. 
My  prophefy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet  ; 
For  yonder  walls  that  pertly  front  your  town, 
Yond  towers,  whole  wanton  tops  do  blifs  the  clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  feet. 

Jicft,  I  muft  not  believe  you : 

There 
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There  tV.ey  fland  yet  :  and  modeflly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  ev'ry  iJLrygia>:  rtonc  will  coft 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  ;  the  end  crowns  all. 
And  that  old  common  arbitrator  Time 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyf.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  molt  valiant  Heeler,  welcome  j 
After  the  General,   1  befeech  you  next 
To  feaft  with  me-,  and  fee  me  at  my  tent. 

Acbil.  I  fhall  foreital  thee,  Lord  Ulyjjh :  now, 
Now,  Hccloi;  1  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee, 
I  have  vvhh  view  exact,  perus'd  thee,  Hcclort 
And  quoted  joint  by- joint. 
Hetl.  I«  this  Achilles  f 
Achll.  I  am  Achilla. 

11*51.  Stand  fair,  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 
Acbil.   Behold  thy  fill. 
ILFt.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 
Acbil.  Thtju  art  too  brief.     I  will  the  fecond  time, 
As  1  would  buy  thee,  view  thee,  limb  by  limb. 

Heel.  Q,  like  a  bock  of  fport  thou'lt  read  me  o'er : 
Fau  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'fr. 
Why  doft:  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Acbil.  Tell  me,  you  heav'ns,  in  which  part  of  his  body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him  ?  whether  there,  or  there, 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name, 
And  make  diftinft  the  very  breach,  where-out 
Heeler  s  great  fpirit  flew.     Anfwer  me,  heav'ns  ! 

Heel.  It  would  diicredit  the  bleft  Gods,  proud  man, 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queftion  :   ftand  again. 
Think'*!  thou  to  catch  my  life  fo  pleaiantly, 
Ai  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjetlure, 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 
Acbil  I  tell  thee,  yea. 
Heel.   Wert  thou  the  oracle  to  tell  me  fo, 
I'd  not  believe  thee  :  henceforth  guard  thee  well, 
For  111  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there  J 
But  by  the  forge  that  ftithied  Mars  his  helm, 
Til  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er. 
You  wifeft  Grecian,  pantonine  this  brag, 

Hi? 
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Bis  infolenee  draws  folly  from  my  lips  ; 

But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  theie  words, 

Or  may  I  never 

Aiax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  coufm  ; 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  thefc  threats  alone     ( 
'Till  accident  or  purpofe  bring  you  to  t. 
You  may  have  ev'ry  day  enough  of  HeBor, 
If  you  have  ftomach.     The  general  ftate    I  fear, 
Can  fcarce  intreat  you  to  be  at  odds  with  him. 
HcEl.  I  P«y  you,  let  us  fee  you  in  the  field, 
We  have  had  pelting  wars  fince  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians  caufe, 

Achil  Doft  thou  intreat  me,  Heilor  f 
To-morrow  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  deatn  ; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

Eecl.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 
Aza.  Firfv,  all  you.  Peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my  tent, 
There  in  the  full  convive  you  ;  afterwards, 
As  HecloSs  leifure  and  your  bounties  mall 
Concur  together,  fev'rally  intreat  him 
To  tafte  your  bounties  :  let  the  trumpets  blow  ; 
That  this  great  foldier  may  his  welcome  know.   \E*m . 
SCENE    X. 
Manent  Troilus  and  UlyfTei. 
rroi    My  Lord  Ulyffes,  tell  me,  I  befeech  youa 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calcbas  keep  . 

UhL  At  Menelaui  tent,  moil  princely  'Troilus  J 
There  Diomcde  doth  feaft  with  him  to-night  ; 
Who  neither  looks  on  heav'n,  nor  on  the  earth, 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  «f  am'rous  view 
On  the  fair  CreJRd.  .       f   —..It, 

\\m.  Shall  I,  fweetLord,  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much, 
After  you  part  from  Agamemnon 's  tent, 
To  bring  me  thither  I 

Uiyf.  You  fliall  command  me,  Sir  : 
As  gcntlv  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Creffida  in  Troy  ;  had  fhe  no  lover 
There,  that  now  wails  her  abfence  >  .    .   , 

Trou  O  Sir,  to  fuch  as  boafting  mew  their  fears, 
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A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  Lord  ? 

She  was  belov'd,  fhe  lov'd  \   fhe  is,  «nd  doth. 

But  ftill,  fweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth.    [Eyn.bt. 

ACT     V.      SCENE     I. 

Before  Achilles' j  Ter.t  in  the  Grecian  Camp. 

Enter  Achilles  ar.d  Patrocius* 

vfc^i/.f'LL  heat  his  blood  with  Greek: (h  wine  to-nighr, 

1    Which  with  my  fcimitar  I'll  cool  tc-'mcrrcw. 
Pstrcclus,  let  us  feaft  him  to  the  height. 
Pat.   Here  comes  Tberjites. 

Ehier  Therfites. 

Acb'il.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 
Thou  crufty  botch  of  nature,  what's  the  news  f] 

Tber.  Why,  thou  piclure  of  what  thou  feem'ft,  and  idol 
Of  idiot  worihippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

Acbil.  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

Tber.  Why,   thou  full  difh  of  fool,  from  Troy, 

Pat.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

Tb:r.  The  furgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound.  * 

Pat.  Well  (aid,  adverfity;  and  what  need  thefe  tricks  ? 

Tber.  Pr'ythee  be  filent,  boy,  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk  j 
thou  art  thought  to  be  Achillas  male-harlot. 

Pet.  Male- harlot,  you  rogue  ?  what's  that  ? 

Tber.  Why,  his  rnaiculine  whore.  Now  the  rotteri 
difeafes  of  the  fouth,  guts-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs, 
loads  o'gravel  i'th'  back,  lethargies,  cold  palfies,  raw 
eyes,  dirt-rotten  livers,  wheezing  lungs,  bladders  full  of 
itniofthume,  fciatica's,  lime-kilns  i'th'  palm,  incurable 
boae  ake,  and  the  rivell'd  fee-fimple  of  the  tetter,  take 
and  take  acain  fuch  Drepofterous  debaucheries  ! 

I\it.  Why,  thou  J&nnable  box  of  envy  thou,  what 
mean' ft  thou  to  curfe  thus  ? 

Tber.  Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

Pat.  Why,  ro,  you  ruinous  butt,  you  whorfon  in- 
dittinguifhabie  cur. 

T£*-*A|Jo  ?  why  art  thou  then  exafperate>  thou  idle 

*  In  th's  .1, ■.''-■; cr  Therfites  only  quibbles  upon  the  word 
I  en.?.  Mnmatfiria 
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immaterial  fkein  of  fley'd  filk  ;  thou  green  farcenet  flap 
for  a  fore  eve;  thou   taffel  of  'a  p-oJigafs  poffe,  thou  ? 
Ah,  how  the  poor  world  is  pefter'd  with  luch  water-rl.es., 
diminutives  of  nature! 
Pat.  Nut-gall !    ■ 

Tbcr.  Finch-egg  !  . 

AcbiU  My  fweet  Patricks,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to-morrow's  battle  : 
Here  is  a  fetter  from  Queen  Hecuba, 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love,  * 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  0:1th  that  I  have  (worn.      I  will  net  break  it, 
Fall  Greek,  fail  fame  ;  honour,  ox  go,  cr  flay, 
Mv  maior  vow  lies  here  ;   this  I'll  obey. 
Come,  "come,  Therfues,  help  to  trim  my  tent, 
This  night  in  banqueting  muft  all  be  fpent. 
Away,  'Patroctus.  [Exeunt  Achilles  ard  Patroclus, 

Tber.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain,  thefe 
two  may  run  mad  :  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  tco 
fettle  blood,  they  do,  I'll  be  a  curer  of  mad- men.    Here's 
Agamemnon,  an'honeft  fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
•fquails,  but  he  hath   not  fo  much  brain  as  ear-wax  ♦, 
and  the  goodly  transformation  of  Jupiter  there,  his  bro 
ther,  the  bull,  (the   primitive   flatue,  and   antique  me- 
morial of  cuckolds)  a  thrifty  fhoeing-horn  in  a  chain, 
hanging  at  his  brother's  leg  5  to  what  form,  but  that  he 
is  of,  fhould  wit  larded  with  malice,  and  malice  fat  ced 
with  wit  turn  him  c  to  an  ais  were  nothing,  he  is  both 
afs  and  ox  j  to  an  ox  were  nothing,  he  is  both  ox  and 
al*? :  to  be   a  do«,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew,  a  toad,  a 
lizard,  an  owl,  a' puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  roe, 
i  would  not  care ;  but  to  be  Mcm'aus,  I  would  coi.fpire 

*  This  is  a  crre»mj}artht  taken  from  the  pry  book  of  tbe 
three  deftru&ioni  of  T  roy. 

t  Mcarirz  wavtm  nvcir.en-.  Quail?  being  of  Jo  lot  a 

Vcmfitf.t'ion  that  it  is  a  proverb  among  the  French,  Chaud 

j  20mm'  one  caille.     And  Des  cailies  coifte'es  is  an  expr<f- 

J  fan  ukd  bit  Rabelais,  .  „ 

agamft 

■I 
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againft  deftiny.     Arte  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I  were 
not  Tberfita  ;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  lowfe  of  a  lazar,  fo 
I  were  not  Menelaus.         •  ■  ■ 
Hey-day,  ipirits  and  fires! 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Hector,  Troilus.   Ajax,  Agamemnon,  UlyfTes, 
Neftor,  and  Diomede,  nvitb  lights, 

A%a.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  light. 

Heel.  F  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 

Enter  Achilles. 

f 

Ulyf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you. 

AchiL   Welcome,  brave  Hc&or,  welcome  Princes  all* 

Aga.  So,  now,  fair  Prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good-night. 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Heel,  Thanks  and  good-night  to  the  Greeks'  General. 

M.n.  Gcod-night,  my  Lord. 

Heft.  Good-night,  fweet  Lord  Menelaus.  ' 

Tber.  Sweet  draft"— -fweet,  quoth  a— -fweet  fink,  fweet" 
fewer. 

Acbll.  Good-night,  and  welcome,  both  at  once,  to  thofe 
that  go  or  tarry. 

Ska.   Good-night. 

A. oil.  Old  Ncjlor  tarries;  yon  too,  Diomede, 
Keep  HeElor  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dio.  I  cannot,  Lord,  I  have  important  bufmefr, 
The  tide  whereof  is  now  ;  good-night,  great  Heclor, 

Heel.  Give  me  your  hand. 

£//>/.   Follow  his  torch,  he  goes  to  Calchai   tent : 
I'll  keep  you  company.  [To  Troilus* 

Troi.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 

Hr£I.   And  fo  good-night. 

Anh'il.  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent. 

[Exeunt  \rvcraliy  all  but  Therfites. 

Tber.  That  fame  DiomedSs  a  falfe-bearted    rogue,  a 

malt  up.juft  knave  :   I  will  no   more  truft  him  when  he 

kers  thin  I  will  a  ierpent  when  he  hiffes ;  he  will  fpend 

hrs 
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jjfe'mouth,  and  promife,  like  Erab lev  the  hound;  but 
mien  he  perforate,  aftronomers  foretel  it,  that  it  is  pro- 
digious, there  will  come  iome  change  :  the  fun  borrows 
©f  the  moon,  when  Diomede  keeps  his  word.  I  will  ra- 
ther leave  to  fee  HcSior^  than  not  to  dog  him  :  they  fay- 
he  keeps  a  'Trojan  drab,  and  ures  the  traitor  Caicbas  his 
jenU  I'll  after-— Nothing  but  letchery  j  all  incontinent 
yariets.  [Exit, 

SCENE     III.     Cakhas1*  7i«f. 

Enter  Diomede. 

Dio.  What,  are  vou  up  here,  ho  ?  fpeak. 

CaL  [Wibir.]  Who  calls  ? 

Dio.  Diomede  \  Calchat,  I  think ;  where's  your  daughter  ? 

Cal.  \Wnb\n.~\  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Ulyffes,  after  them  Therfites. 
Ulyf.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  dilcover  us. 
Enter  Crefiida. 

3"r3/'.  Crejfid  come  forth  to  him  ? 

JOio.  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Cre.  Now,  my  fvveet  guardian  !  hark,  a  word  with  yet?, 

[Whifperu 

Trot,  Yea,  fo  fajniliar  ? 

Ulyf.  She  >vii!  fing  to  any  man  at  firfl:  fight. 

Tier.  And  any  man  may  fing  to  her,  if  he  can  take  her 
slirT.     She's  noted. 

Dio.  Will  you  remember? 

Cre.  Remember  ?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  j  and  let  your  mind  be  coupled 
with  your  words. 

Trot.  What  lhould  fhe  remember  ? 

Vlyf.  titr. 

€re.  Sweet  honey  Creek,  tempt  me  no  more  to  folly. 

Ther.   Roguery  ■--■- 

B:o.  Nay,   then"  ■  " 

Itre.   V\)  tell  yoa  what. 

JDij.  Pho  !  pho  !  come,  tell  a  pin,  you  are  a  forfworn— « 

'€■->*.  In  faith,  I  can't  :  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
,    a  j nggjinj  trick,  to  be  lecretly  open, 

¥ov,  VJBEI.  *3  fi?V| 
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Dio.  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  beftow  on  me  ? 

Cre.  I  pr'ythee  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath  j 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  fweet  <7ree£. 

Dio.   Good-night. 

Troi.  Hold,  patience 

U/yf.  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Cre.  Diomede  ! 

Dio.  No,  no,  good-night :  I'll  be  yeur  fool  no  more, 

Troi.  Thy  better  rnuft. 

Cre.  Hark,  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Troi.  O  plague  and  madnefs  ! 

Ulyf.  You  are  mov'd,  Prince:  let  us  depart,  I  pray  VCoi, 
Left  your  dilpleafure  mould  enlarge  itfelf 
To  wrathful  terms  :  this  place  is  dangerous  5 
The  time  right  deadly:   I  befeech  you,  go. 

Troi.  Behold,  I  pray  you — 

Ulyf.  Good  my  Lord,  go  off: 
You  rly  to  great  diftra&ion  :  come,  my  Lord. 

Troi,  I  pr'ythee,  ftay. 

Ulyf.  You  have  net  patience  ;   come. 

Troi.  I  pray  you,  ftay  j  by  hell,  and  by  hell's  tormentsj 
I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Dio.   And  fo  good-night. 

Cre.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 

Troi.  "Doth  that  grieve  thee  ?   O  wither' d  truth  ! 

Ulyf.   Why,  how  now,  Lord  ? 

Troi.  By  Jove,  I  will  be  patient. 

Cre.   Guardian. — why,  Greek — 

Dio.  Pho,  pho,  adieu  !  you  palter. 

Cre.  In  faith,  I  do  not  :  come  hither  once  again. 

Uly  .  You  (hake,  my  Lord,  at  fomething  j  wiil  you  go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Troi.  She  ftroaks  his  cheek. 

Ulyf  Come,  come. 

Troi.  Nay,  ftay  ;  by  Jc-ve,  I  will  not  fpeak  a  word. 
There  is  between  my  wiU  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience  :  ftay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxury  with  his  fat  rump  and  po- 
tato finger  tickles  thefe  together  !   frjr,  hr.chery,  fry  i 

Dio ,  But;  will  vow  w<zn  ! 

Cre, 
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Cre.  In  faith,  I  will  come ;  never  truft  me  elfe. 

Dio.  Give  me  fome  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

Cre.  I'll  fetch  you  one.  [Exit, 

U/yf.  You  have  fworn  patience. 

Trot.  Fear  me  not,  fweet  Lord, 
I  will  not  he  myfelf,  nor  have  cognition 
Of  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  patience. 

SCENE     IV.     Re-enter  Crefiida, 

*Ther.  Now  the  pledge ;  new,  now,  now. 
Cre.  Here,  Diotnede,  keep  this  fleeve. 
Trot.  O  beauty  !  where's  thy  faith  ? 
Vlyf.  My  Lord ! 

Tro'u  I  will  be  patient,  outwardly,  I  will : 
Cre.  You  look  upon  that  fleeve  ?  behold  it  well  t 
He  lov'd  me  : — O  falfe  wench  !— Give't  me  again, 
Dio.  Whofe  was't  ? 

Cre.  It  is  no  matter  now  I  have't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night : 
5  pr'ythee,  Diotnede,  vifit  me  no  more. 

Tber.  Now  {he  fharpens  :  well  laid,  whetftone. 
Dio.  I  mail  have  it. 
Cre.  What,  this  ? 
Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cre,  O  aU  you  Gods— O  pretty,  pretty  pledge  5 
Thy  mailer  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee  and  me,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kifies  to  it : 
As  I  kifs  tiiee.     Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me. 
He  that  takes  that,  mutt  take  my  heart  withal. 
Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 
Troi.  I  did  fwear  patience. 

Cre.  You  mall  not  have  it,  Diotnede :  'faith  you  fhall  not, 
I'll  give  you  fomething  elfe. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this :  whefe  was  it? 
Cre.  'Tis  no  matter. 
Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whofe  it  was  ? 
Cre.  'Twas  one  that  lov'd  me  better  than  you  will. 
|5ut  now  von  have  it,  take  it. 
Dio.  Whofe  was  it  f 
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Cre.  By  all  Diar.as  waiting- women  yonder, 
And  by  herfeif,   I  will  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio    To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm, 
And  grieve  his  fpirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Troi.  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'ft  it  on  thy  horn* 
It  mould  be  challeng'd. 

Cre.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  paftj  and  yet  it  is  not-— 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then  farevvel  ! 
Thou  neve^^alt  mock  Diomede  again, 

Cre.  You"  fhall  not  go  }— one  cannot  fpeak  a  word^ 
Bat  it  ftraight  ftarts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

%ci.  Nor  I,  by  Pluto:  but  that  that  likes  not  you, 
Pleafes  me  beft. 

Dio.  What,  fhall  I  come  ?  the  hour  ? 

Cre.  Ay,-  come — O  Jove! —do,  come: — 1  fhall  be 
plagu'd. 

Dh.  Farewel  'till  then.  [Exit. 

Cre.  Good-night :   I  pr'ythee,  come. 
Troilus,  farewel  j  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee, 
But  my  heart  with  the  other  eye  doth  fee.— 
Ah  poor  our  fex  !  this  fault  in  us  I  find, 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind. 
What  error  leads,  aiuft  err  :  O  then  conclude, 
Minds  fway'd  by  eyes  are  full  of  turpitude.  [Exit, 

SCENE     V. 

Tber,    A  proof  of  ftrength  fhe  could  not  publifh  ntverej 

Unlefs  fhe  fay,  My  mind  is  rtoiv  turri  d  ivkore. 

Ulyf.  All's  done,  my  Lord. 

Troi.    It  is. 

Ulyf.  Why  ftay  we  then  ? 

Troi.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul^ 

Of  ev'ry  fy  liable  that  here  was  fpoke  : 

But  if  1  tell  how  thefe  two  did  co-act. 

Shall  I  not  lye  in  publishing  a  truth  ? 

Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart, 

An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong, 

That  doth  invert  th'  atteft  of  eves  and  ears  j 

As 
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As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptions  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  CreffJ  here  ? 

Ulyf.  I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan, 

Trot,  She  was  not  fure. 

Ulyf.  Moft  Tine  fhe  was. 

Trot.  Why,  my  negation  hath  no  tafte  of  madness. 

Ulyf.  Nor  mine,  my  Lord  ■:   Crejfidwzs  here  but  now. 

Troi.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd,  tor  woman-hood  ! 
[Think  we  had  mothers  ;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  ftubborn  criticks,  apt  without  a  theme 
For  depravation,  to  fquare  ail  the  iex 
By  CrcjpaVs  rule.     Rather  think  this  not  CrrJfJ. 

Ulyf.  What  hath  {he  done,  Prince,  that  can   foil  our 
mothers  ? 

Trc'i.  Nothing  at  aril,  unlefs  that  this  were  fhe. 

Tber.  Will  he  fwagger  himfelf  out  of  his  own  eyes  ? 

Trot.  This  fhe  ?  No,   this  is  Diomede%  Crefjid. 
3f  beauty  have  a  foui,  this  is  not  /he  : 
If  fouls  guide  vows,  if  vows  are  fanctimony,, 
Jf  fandlimon y  be  the  Gods  delight, 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itfelf, 
This  is  not  {Tie.     O  madnefs  of  diicourfe  ! 
That  caufe  fefft  up  with  ?nd  againft  tbyfelf ! 
Bi-fold  authority  !   where  reafon  can 
Revolt  without  perdition,  lofs  affume 
SReafon  without  revolt.     This  is,  and  is  not  Crcjid> 
.Within  my  foul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  firange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate 
Divides  far  wider  than  the  fky  and  earth, 
And  yet  the  fpacioos  breadth  of  this  di virion 
Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point  as  fubtle 
As  flight  Arachnid  broken  woof,  to  enter, 
Jnftance,  O  inflance  !  ftrdng  as  Pluto  $  gates  ; 
kCrefftd  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heav'n  : 
laftance,  O  inftance  !   firong  as  heav'n  itfelf, 
The  bonds  of  heav'n  are  flip'd,  dilTolv'd  and  loos'-d, 
And  with  •another  knot  five-finger-ty'd  t 
The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,  teraps,  the  bits,  and  grcafy  rel;au« 
,     •    '  ■  ¥  3  tV 
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Of  her  o'er-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diotned* 

Urn*  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach'd 
"With  that  which  here  his  paffion  doth  exprefs  ? 

Tr'J.  Ay,  Greek,  and  that  fhall  be  divulged  well  5 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 
Jnflam'd  with  Venuz — ne'er  did  young  man  fancy 

With  fo  external,  and  fo  fix'd  a  foul 

Hark,  Greek,  as  much  as  I  do  Crejjid  love, 

So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomcde. 

That  fleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  in  his  helm  j 

"Were  it  a  cafk  composed  by  Vulcan  $  /kill, 

Mv  fword  mould  bite  it :  not  the  dreadful  fpout, 

Which  (hip-men  do  the  hurricano  call, 

Confbing'd  in  mafs  by  the.  almighty  fun, 

Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 

In  his  defcent,  than  fhall  my  prompted  fworj 

Falling  on  Diotnede. 

Tber.  He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy. 
Trot.   O  Crejaii  O  falfe  Crtffid !  falfe,  faife,  falfe* 
Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  ftained  name, 
And  they'll  f?em  gblibqs. 

XJhJ.  O,  contain  youffelf: 
Your  paflaon  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  i*Eneas« 
JEne.  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour,  my  Lore*  : 
HeBar  by  this  is  arming  him  in  Troy. 
Ajax  your  guard  ftays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Trot.  Have  withyou,  Prince;  my  courteous  Lord,  adieu-: 
Farewel,  revolted  fair  !   and  Diomede, 
Stand  fair,  and  wear  a  caftle  on  thy  head. 
Ulyf.  I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 
Trou  Accept  diffracted  thanks. 

[Exeunt  Troilus,  j^Eneas,  and  UlyfTes: 
Tber.  Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomtde,  I  would 
croak  like  a  raven  :  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode.  Patrt* 
elm  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of  this 
whore  s  the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  almond,  than 
he  for  a  commodious  drab  :  letchery,  letchery,  frill  wars 
and  letchery,  nothing  e!fe  holds  fafhicn.  A  burning  devil 
take  them !  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VI.      The  Palace  in  Troy. 
gtiter  He&or  and  Andromache. 
And  When  was  my  Lord  Jo  much  urgently  tempered. 
To  (lop  his  ears  againft  admoniftimer.t  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

Ilea.  You  train  ma  to  offend  you  ;   get  you  gone. 
B;  all  the  overhang  Gods,  I'll  go. 

And.  My  dreams  will  lure  prove  ominous  to  -  j?.y. 
licit.  No  more,  I  lay. 

Enter  Caffundra. 

Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  Beclor  ? 
And.  Here,  filter,  arm'u*,  and  bloody  in  intent  5 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dea?  petition  j 
Purfne  we  him  on  knees;  for  I  have  dreamt 
Of  bloodv  turbulence  ;  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  fhspes  and  form3  of  daughter. 
Caf.  O,  it  is  true. 
heel.  Ho  !   bid  my  trumpet  found. 
Caf.  No  notes  of  fally,  for  the  beav'ns,  f^'eet  brother ! 
E'rcl.  Be  gone,  I  fay  :  the  Gods  have  heard  me  fwe  r, 
Caf.  The  Gods  are'deaf  to  hot  and  peevifh  Vows  ;  t 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abborr'd 
Than  fpotted  livers  in  the  facrifke. 

A-d.  O  !   be  perfuaded,  do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  juft  \  it  were  a?,  lawful 
For  us  to  count  we  give  what's  gain'd  by  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Caf.  It  is  the  porpofe  that  make  ftrong  the  vow  \  , 
But  vows  to  ev'ry  purpofe  muft  not  hold ; 
Unarm,  fw  ee  t  Heel  or . 

Heel.  Hold  you  ftill,   I  fay  $ 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  j 
Life  ev'ry  man  holds  dear,  but  the  brave  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious-dear  than  life.  | 

Ep'er  Troilus. 
Kow  now,  voung  man  ?  mean'ft  thou  to  fight : to-day  ? 
And.  CaCandra,  caU  my  father  to  perfuade.   [£xirCa«. 
Rt&.  No,  'faith.  youfig  ffmhn  \  doff  thy  harneis,  youth  : 
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I  am  to-day  Pth*  vein  of  chivalry: 
Let  grow  thy  finews  "till  ;heir  knots  be  ftrons^ 
Arid  tempt  not  set  the  brumes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go  5   and  doubt  thou  not,  bmve  boy, 
I'll  ftand  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Ircy. 

Trci.   Brother,  you  1ij\t;  a  vice  or' mercy  in  you; 
Which  better  fits  a  lion  than  a  man. 

Heel.  Whit  vice  is  that  ?  good  TroiUts,  chide  meforit. 
Troi.    When  many  times  the  captive  Grecians  fail 
Ev'n  iu  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  fvvoid. 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  Jive. 
Heft.  O,   'tis  fair  play. 
Troi.  Fcol's-piay,   by  hcav'n,  IleSor. 
Hefl.  How  now  ?  how  now  r 
Tio'i.  For  love  of  all  the  Gods, 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mothers 5 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  en, 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fvvords. 
Spur  them  to  rueful  work,  rein  them  from  ruth  I 
Hetl.  Fie,  favage,  fie. 
Troi.  IlecJor,  thus  'tis  in  wars. 
Heel.  Troi7ust   I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day. 
Troi.  Who  mould  with-hold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beck'ning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire  j 
Not  Priamus  and  Heiuba  on  knees, 
Their  eyes  o'er-g.->lled  with  recourfe  of  tears  ; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  fword  draw* 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  fhould  ifcp  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 

S  C  E  N  E     VIT. 

Enter  Priam  ar.d  Cailandra. 

C,i(.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fait^ 
J7^  js  thy  crutch  j  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  nay, 
Thou  ,)n  'nhn  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
Fall  all  together. 

Pr:an:.   lienor,   come,   go  back; 
Thv  wife  hath  dreamt ;  thy  mother  hath  had  vifinns; 
CajjaadyA  dolh  forefee  j  and  I  myfelf 


Am 
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Am  like  a  prophet,  fuddenly  enran:,. 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  ominous  ! 
Therefore  conic  back. 

HeEi.  JEncai  is  a-field, 
And  I  do  ftand  engag'd  to  many  Gre&Sj 
Ev'n  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Priam.   But  thou  lhalt  riot  go. 

UeEl.  I  mdft  not  break  my  faith  : 
You  know  me  dutiful,  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  /hame  refpect }  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  ctfurfe  by  your  confent  and  voice* 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  Priam. 

Caf  O,  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 

And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

Heel,  Androma-:he,  I  am  offended  with  you. 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

[Exi:  Andromache, 
Troi.  This  foolifh,   dreaming,  foperftitious  girl, 
Makes  all  thefe  bodements. 

Caf.  O  farevvel,  dear  He&or  : 
Look  how  thou  dieft  ;  look  how  thy  eyes  turn  pale  J 
Look  how  thy  wounds  do  ble?d  at  many  vents  ! 
Hark  how  Trey  roars  ;  how  Hetuba  cries  out  y 
How  poor  Andrcmachc  fhrills  her  dolour  forth  .' 
Behold  deftra&ionj  frenzy  and  amazement, 
Like  witlefs  anticks,  cne  another  meet, 
And  all  cry,  Heftor,  Hector'*  dead !  0  Heclor ! 
Troi.   Awav  ! 

0 

Caf.  Farewel  :  yet,  foft  :  HeElor,  I  take  my  leave ; 
Thou  doft  thyfelf  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.  [JBfWf. 

IhB.   You  are  smaz'd,  my  Liege,  at  her  exclaim  ; 
Go  in  and  chear  the  town,  we'll  forth  and  fight, 
D  •  deeds  wort!)  pfarfe,  and  tell  toll  them  at  night. 

Prism.  Farewel :  the  Gods  with  fitety  {land  about  thee! 

[Alarum. 
Troi.  They're  at  it,   hark  :  proud  Dl.rmds,  believe 
I  comi  to  iofe  my  arm,  er  win  my  ftegve. 

S  C  E  NT  E 
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SCENE     VIII. 

Ev.ter   Pandarus, 

Pan.  Do  you  hear,  my  Lord?  do  you  hear? 

Trai.    What  now  ? 

Par..   Here's  a  letter  come  from  yond  poor  girl. 

Trot.  Let  me  read- 

Pan  A  whorfon  ptificlc,  a  whorfon  rafcally  ptifick  f» 
troubles  me,  and  the  foolifh  fortune  of  this  girl,  and 
what  one  thing  and  what  another,  that  I  mail  leave 
you  one  o'  thefe  days  j  and  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes 
too,  and  fuch  an  ach  in  my  bones,  that  unlefs  a  man 
v.ere  curfr,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't.  What  lays 
/he,  there  ? 

Trot.  Words,  words,  mere  words;  no  matter  from  the 
Th'  effect  doth  operate  another  way.  [heart. 

[Tearing   tbe  let  tar* 
Go  wind  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together  : 
My  Love  with  words  and  errors  ffill  (he  feeds j 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Pan.   Why,  but  hear  you 

Troi.   Hence,  brothel-lacquy !  ignominy  and  mame 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  ay  with  thy  name!       [Ex&inU 

SCENE    IX. 

Tbe  Tied  ottiu'en  Troy  avd  tbe  Camp. 
Alarum.     Enter  Therfites. 
Tber.  Now  they  are  clapper- clawing  one  another,  III 
go  look  on:  that  diiTembling  abominable  varlet,  Diomedc% 
has  got  that  fame  fcurvy   doating,   foolifh  young  knave's 
fleeve  of  Trey  there  in  his  helm  :   I  would  fain  ice  them 
meet  j  that,  that  fame  young  Trojan  afs  that  loves  the 
whore  there  might  feni  that  Greekijb  whore-maftcrly  vil- 
lain, with  the  fleeve,    back  to  the  diiTembling  luxurious 
drab  of  a  fleevelefs  errand.     O'  th'  other  fide,  the  policy 
of  thofe  crafty  fneering  rafcals,  that  Male  old  mouie-eate* 
dry  cheefe  Nefror,  and   that  fame  dog-fox  UliJI'ts,  is  not 
prov'd   worth  a  black- berry.     They  fet  me  up  in  polk/ 
that  mungril  cur  Ajaxy  agamft  that  dog  of  as  bud  a  kind 
jkbillei.    And  now  is  die  cur  yTjux  prouder  than  the  i  «tr 

dfclnliti^ 
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Jtehillesy  and  will  not  arm  to  day.  Whereupon  the 
Grecians^  begin  to  proclaim  barbarifm,  and  policy  grows 
into  an  ill  opinion. 

Enter  Diomede  and  Troilus^ 
Soft> here  comes  {leeve,  and  t'other. 

Trot.  Fly  not  j  for  fhould'ri  thou  take  the  river  Styx, 
I  would  fwim  after. 

Dij.  Thou  doft  mifcall  Retire; 
I  do  not  fly,  but  advantageous  care 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude  : 
Haw  at  thee!  [?*><$  go  tfF fighting. 

Tier,  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian  :  now  for  tny  whore, 
jjfrcjam  now  the  lleeve,  now  the  (leeve.  now  the  fleeve ! 
SCENE     X.     Enter  Heaor. 

Itc8.  What  art  thou,  Greek?  art  thou  for  Heeler's 
■natch?   Art  thou  of  blood  and  honour? 

Iber.  No,  no  :  I  am  a  rafcal  j  a  fctirvy  railing  knave  j 
a  very  fikny  rogue. 

Iicci.   I  do  believe  thee live.  [Exit. 

T'hcr.  God  a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe  mej'bui:  a 
jplagwe  break  thy  neck  for  frighting  me!  What's  become 
of  the  wenching  rogues?  I  think  they  have  fwaiiow'd 
one  another.  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle-— yet  in  a 
i'ert,  letchery  eats  itfclf:   I'll  feek  them.  *  [Exit, 

Eater  Diomede  and  Strvant* 

Bio.  Co  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Twins''  horfe, 
gftefent  the  fair  fleed  to  my  Lady  Crejjid: 
jjFeUo-w,  commend  my  fervice  to  her  beauty: 
Teli  her,   I  have  chafrjYd  the  amorous  Trcjan, 
liAnd  am  her  Knight  by  proof. 

£er.  1  go,  my  Lord.  \Exl:  Servant* 

SCENE     XL      Enter  Agamemnon, 
A?a»  Renew,  renew:  the  fierce Polydaptas 
H.ttix  beat  down  Menon:  battaia  Mar  garden  * 

*  1  be  introducing  a  bqfi'ard'fon  if  King  Priam,  under 
the  ran*  of  Margaielcn,  is  cm  of  the  cir.cittnftanui  tuhn 
fnvi  the  Utri-bitk  of  the  three  delhuSiom  of  Troy. 

'  Hath 
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Hath  Doreus  ptifoner, 

And  Rands  tc/c/'.vj-wife,  waving  his  beam 

Upon  the  pafht<j  coifes  of  the  Kings 

Epifiropws  and  Cuius.     Pclyxaus  is  flainj 

/\mf:n?:acbus  and  Tboas  deadly  hint; 

Patrulus  ta'en  or  fiain,  and  Paiameaes 

Sore  hurt  and  bruis'd:   the  dreadful  Sagittary  * 

Appals  our  numbers:  hafre  we,   DiomeJe, 

To  reinforcement,  or  we  perim  all. 

Enter  Neflor. 

.My?.  Co  bear  Patrodus'  body  to  Achilles, 
And  bid  the  fnail-pac'd  A'jax  aim  for  fhame. 
There  are  a  thoufand  Hetlors  in  the  field: 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galatbe  -f  his  hone, 
And  there  lacks  work  ;  anon  he's  there  a-foot. 
And  there  they  fly  cr  die,  like  fcaled  (hoals 
Before  the  belching  whale:  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  ftrav/y  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  fwath.; 
Here,  there,  and  ev'ry  where,  he  leaves  andtaket| 
Dexteritv  fo  obeying  appetite, 
Thar  what  he  will,  he  does;  and  does  fo  much, 
That  proof  is  call'd  irnpofiibiliry. 

Ertcr  UiyfTes. 

Ulyf.   O,  courage,  courage,  Princes',  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curfing,  vowing  vengeance j 
Patrbclui    wounds  have  rowz'd  his  drowfy  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackt,  and  chipt,  comedo  him% 

*  This  is  a  fiElion  taken  from   the  old  Jl'jry~bcc\  Ti'h::^ 
wakes  a  King  to  ccme  from  fat  to  the  ajjijlance   of  Troy 
with  an  armed  force,   ar.divitb  it  a  marvellous  bcafl  calVi. 
Sagittary,  half  man  half  borfe,  which  made  great  basxk, 
an.crgibe  Greeks,  and  Jlruc, k  terror  through  their  army. 

-  Trom  tie  fame  ooo-k  is  taken  this  name  given  to  He€lor*i 

Crying 
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Crying  on  Heclor.     Ajax   hath  loft  a  friend, 
And  roams  at  moutk,  a.nd  he  is  arrn'd,  and  at  it, 
Roaring  for  Troilus,  who  hath  done  to-day 
jWad  and  fantaftick  execution: 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf, 
With  fuch  a  cnielefs  force,  and  fore  el  efs  care, 
As  if  that  luck  in  very  fpight  of  cunning 
JJauc  him  win  all. 

SCENE     XII.     Entet  ■  Ajax. 

Ajax-  Troika,  thou  coward  Troilus  !  [Exit* 

Dio.   Ay,  there,  there. 

Nij}.  So,  fo,   we  draw  together.  [Exeunt, 

Enter   Achilles. 
Adil  Where  is  this  Heclor  ? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-killer,  fhew  me  thy  faces 
JCncw  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
PfoSor.'  where's  Hector?  I  will  none  but  Heclor.  [Exit* 

Re-enter  Ajax. 
Ajax.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  mew  thy  head, 

Re-enter  Diomede. 

Dio.  Troilus,  I  lay,  where' s  Troilus? 
A>ax.   What  wouldfc.  thou  ? 

Dio.   I  would  correfthtm.  [office, 

Ajax.   Were  I   the  General,  thou  mould'ft   have  my 
fere  that  correction :  Troilus,  I  fay,  what  Troilus ! 

Enter  Troilus. 
Troi.  Oh  tiaxtoxDiotKede!  turn  thy  falie  face,  thou  traitor, 
Ard  pay  thy  lite,  thou  cweft  me  for  my  horle. 
Dto.   Ha,  art  thuu  there? 

Ajax.  Til  fight   with  him  alone:  fiand,  Diomede, 
Dio.  No,  he  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  on. 
Troi.  Come  both,  you  cogging Greefo}have  at  you  both* 

[Exeunt  fight ing. 
Enter  He&or. 

fJeS.YeskfTroilus  ?  O  well  fought !  my  youngeii.  brother. 
Vol.  VIII.  X  Eater 
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Er.ter  Achilles. 

Achll  Now  do  I  fee  thee  j   now  have  at  thee,  7/rffrr. 

£/V<5?.  Paufe,  it  thou  wilt.  ^   .      J %hr> 

Acbil.  Idoaifoain  thy  courtePe,   proud  Trojan, 
Ee  hapr.y  that  my  arms  ate  out  cf  uie, 
My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  sow, 
But  thou  anon  fhait  hear  of  me  again  :  _. 

'Till  when,  gc  fcek  thy  fortune.  [£xvfi 

HeSi.   Fare  thee  well; 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frefher  maru 
Had  I  exueded  thee.    How  now,  my  brother  ? 
Enter  Tioilus. 

Trei.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  JSneits;  Avail  it  be* 

No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heav'n, 
Heihall  not  carrv  him  :   I'll  be  taken  too, 
br  bring  him  off:  Fate,  hear  me  what  I  fay; 
I  reck  not,  though  thou  end  my  life  to-day.  [Ex.;. 

Enter  one  in  armour. 
UiB*  Stand,  ftand,  then  Greek,  thou  art  a  goodly  mark  : 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  r   I  hke  thy  armour  well, 
I'll  fnrfh  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all, 
But  I'll  be  mailer  of  it;  wilt  thou  not,  beaft,  ab.de? 
Why  then  fly  on,  Til  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.         [£#«fej 

Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons. 
Achil  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  Myrmidon. 
Mark  what  I  fay,  attend  me  me  where  I  wheel ; 
Strike  not  a  ftroke,  but  keep  yourfeives  in  breath  i 
.And  when  1  have  the  bloody  llcclor  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about: 
3n  felieft  manner  execute  your  arms, 
follow  me,  Sirs,  and  my  proceeding  eye  : 
It  is  decreed-- IieScr  the  great  muft  die.  [Exeunti 

SCENE     XIII. 
Enter  Thef  fifes,  Menelaus  an d  Paris. 
*Ther.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold-maker  are  at  it: 

pfwbiU,«°w<togi  'H  ?1f»>  'b°i  liowmy  doubled 
c  hen  <$ 
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henM  fparrowj  'loo,  Paris,  'loo  5  the  bull  has  the  tame: 
'ware  horns,  ho.  [Exeunt  Paris  and  Mcnelaus. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Tarn,  (lave,  and  fight. 
JTber.  What  art  thou  ? 

Baft,  A  baftard  ("on  of  Priam's. 

Tber.  I  am  a  baftard  too,  I  love  baftards.  I  am  a  ba- 
ftard begot,  baftard  inftructed,  baftard  in  mind,  baftard 
in  valour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate:  one  bear  will  not 
bite  another,  and  wherefore  ihould  one  baftard?  ta're 
heed,  the  quarrel's  meft  ominous  to  us :  If  the  fon  of  a 
whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment:  fare w el, 
baftard. 

Baft.  The  devil  take  thee,  coward  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     XIV. 
Enter  Hector. 
lhEl.-  Moft  putrified  core,  fo  fair  without ! 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cot  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  day's  work  done;   I'll  take  my  breath: 
Reft,  fword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death. 

Enter  Achilles  and  bh  Myrmidons. 

AMI.  Look,  HeSor,  how  the  fun  begins  to  fet  J 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  hit  heels: 
Ev'n  with  the  veil  and  darkning  of  the  fun, 
To  clofe  the  day  uo,  lienor's  lire  is  done. 

Heel.   I  am  unarm'd,   forego  this  vantage,  Greek. 

Acb'il.  Strike,  fellows,  ftrike,  this  is  the  man  I  leek.* 
[They  fall  upon  Hector,  and  kill  him* 
So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next.     Now,  Troy firikdown: 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  finews  and  thy  bone. 
On,  Myrmidons,  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  bath  the  mighty  Hector  Jlain, 
Harlc,  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  found  the  like,  my  Lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'eifpreadsthe  earth, 

*  Thh  particular  of  Achilles  overpowering  Hector  by 

numbers.  Is  taken  from  the  old  ftory-book. 

And 
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And  ftickler-like,  the  armies  fcparates ;  * 
Come,  tie  hi>  body  to  my  horfu's  tail : 
Along  the  field  i  will  the  Trojan  trail.  [Exeunt, 

[Sound  retreat.      Shout, 
EcUr  Agamemnon,   A] ax,  Menelaus,  Nefior,  Diomedey 
and  the  rrfi,  marching. 

Aga.  Hark,  hark,  what  lhout  is  that  ? 

Acji.   Peace,  drums. 

Sill.  Achilla!  Achilla  I  /&#«*>  flain !  A,- Lilies! 

Dio.  The  bruit  is,  Heeler' '&  flain,  and  by  Achilles*- 

Ajax.  If  it  is  fo,  yet  braglefs  let  it  be: 
Great  Heclor  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Aga.  March  patiently  along}  let  oije  be  lent 
To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  Gods  have  us  befriended, 
Great  Trey  is  ours,  and  our  /harp  wars  are  ended, 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE     XV. 

Enter  ./Eneas,  Paris,  Anterior,  c.^Deiphobuj.   . 

JEne.  Stand,  ho  !  yet;  are  we  mailers  of  the  field> 
Never  go  home,  here  ftarve  we  out  the  night. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.     Heeler  is  flain. 

All.  HeBor  ! the  Gods  forbid  ! 

Troi.   He's  dead,  and  at  the  murderer's  horfe's  tail 
In  bea/llv  fort  dragg'd  through  the  (hameful  field. 
Frown  on,  you  heav'ns,  effect  your  rage  with  fpeed  j 
Sit  Gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  fmite  all  Troy 
1  fay  at  once,  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  lure  deft  motions  on  ! 

Aim,  My  Lord,  you  do  difcomfort  all  the  hoft. 

Troi. 


* the  armies  feparates ; 

My  half  fupt  fword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 
Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. 
Come,  tie,  &c. 
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Trot.  You  underftand  me  not,  that  teil  me  f o : 
I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear  of  death, 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  Gods  and  men 
Addrcfs  their  dangers  in.     Heclor  is  gone  ! 
Who  fhall  tell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba  f 
Let  him  that  will  a  frrietch-owl  aye  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  fay  there,   Hcftor'j  dead: 
That  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ftone  ; 
Make  wells  and  rivers  of  the  maids  and  wives} 
Cold  ftatues  of  the  youth j  and  in  a  word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itfelf.     But  march  away, 
Heeler  is  dead :  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Stay  yet,  you  vile  abominable  tents, 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains: 
Let  Titan  rife  as  early  as  he  d are, 

I'll  through  and  through  you.  And  thou,great-fiz'd  coward ! 
No  fpace  of  earth  {ball  funder  our  two  hates, 
I'll  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  confeience  ftill, 
That  mouldeth  goblins  fwift  as  frenzy's  thoughts. 
Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy!  with  comfort  go  : 
Hope  of  revenge  (hall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan,  But  hear  you,  hear  you. 

Trci.  Hence,  brothel-lacquy;  ignominy,  fhame 

\_Strikea  him, 
Purfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name.      [Exeunt, 

Pan.   A   goodly  med'eirie   for  mine  aking  bones !   Oh 
world'  world!  world!   thus  is  the  poor  agent  defpis'd : 
Oh,  traitors  and    bawds,  how  earnerHy   are  you   fet  at 
work,  and  how  ili  requited!   why  ftiould  our  endeavour 
be  fo  lov'd,  and  the  performance  fo  loath'd  >  what  verfe 
for  it?  what  inftancc  for  it  ? — -let  me  fee- 
Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  fing, 
'Till  he  hath  loft  his  heney  and  his  fling; 
But  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  tail. 
Sweet  honey  and  fweet  notes  together  fail. 
Good  traders  in  the  ffefh,  fet  this  in  your  painted  cloths— 
As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandars  hall, 
V-6ar  eves  half  srat  weep  out  at  Pandar%  fall  5 

X  1  Or 
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Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  Tome  groans, 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aking  bones, 

Brethren  and  fifters  of  the  hold-door  trade, 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  /hall  here  be  made  : 

It  fhould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, 

*  Some  galled  goofe  of  TVimbeJicr  would  hifs  } 

'Till  then,  I'll  fweat,   and  fcek  about  for  eafes, 

And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  difeafes.  [Exit, 

*  The 'pubbch  flews  mweanciemlf  under  the  juriJdi'Slm. 
•f 'the  Bijhcp  of  Winchester. 
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CYMBELINE. 


TRAGEDY, 


Dramatis  Person je. 

CyMBEtiKi,  AT;'/?^  <?/" Britain . 

Clot  en,  Sow  ro  ^  Queen  by  a  former  bit/band. 

Leonatus  Fosthumus,  a  Gentleman  in  k-ve  toith  the 

Frincefs,   and  privately  married  to  her. 
Guiderius,    )  Dijguis\i  under  the  names  e/Taladour  and 
Arviragus,  5      Cad.wel,  JuppoJ'ed  fons  to  Bellariiis. 
Brllarius,  a  banijb'd  Lord,  difguis  d  under  the  name 

of  Morgan. 
Philario,  an  Italian,  Friend  to  Pofthum  us. 
Iachimo,  Fnend  to  Philario. 
Cajus  Lucius,  Ambajfador  from  Rome. 
Pisanio,  Servant  to  Pofthumus. 
A  French  Gentleman-,  Friend  to  Philario. 
Cornelius,  a  Docior,  Servant  to  the  Queen, 
lino  Gentlemen. 

Qu  e  z  N,  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Qiieen, 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lcrds,  Ladies,  a  Soothjayer,  Captains,  Soldiers,  Mefengers, 
and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  for  fonte  part  of  the  firft  and  fcond  Acls,  lies    \ 
in  Rome  j  for  the  reft  of  the  Play  in  Britain. 

f partly  taken  from  Bocc?.ces  Decameron,  day  z.  r.ov.  9, 1 
little  befidts  the  names  being  hiforicaU 
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CYMBELINE. 


A   C    T    I.       S    C    E    N    B     I. 

Cymbeline'j  Palace  in  Britain. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

JGtvi-^I  7"  OU  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns.  Our  looks 
j/  No  more  obey  the  heart  ev'n  than  our  cour- 
JL      But  feem  as  do  the  King's.  [tiers', 

2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 

1  Gent.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  s  kingdom  (whoa* 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  a  widow 

That  late  he  married)  hath  icferr'd  herfelf 

Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentleman. 

She's  wedded,  her  hufband  baniuYd,  me  imprifon'd. 

Ail's  outward  forrow,  though  I  think  the  King 

Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gtr.t.  None  but  the  King?- 
i  Gent.  He  that  hath  loft  her  too:  fo  is  the  Queen> 

That  moll  viofir'd  the  match.     But  not  a  courtier, 
(Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  King's  looks)  but  hath  a  heart  that  is 
Clad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 

2.  Gent.   And  why  fo  ? 

i  Gent.  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report:  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean  that  marry'd  her,  alack  good  man! 
And  therefore  banim'd)  is  a  creature  fuch, 
As  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
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For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomcthing  failing 
Jn  him  tint  Ihould  compare.     I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fucli  ftutr"  within 
Endows  a  mm  hut  him. 

2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  far. 
i  Gait.  I  don't  extend  him,  Sir  j  within  himfelf 
Crufh  him  together  rather,  than  unfold 
His  meafure  fully. 

tGent.  What's  his  name  and  hivth? 
I  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  his  fathcf 
Was  calPd  Sicilim,  who  did  join  his  honour 
Agninfl  the  Romans  with  Cajfibelav, 
B  it  had  his  titles  by  Tcnantius,  whom 
He  ferVd  with  glory  and  admir'd  fuccefs; 
So  gain'd  the  fur-addition,  Lconalui : 
And  had,   befides  this  gentleman  in  qucftion, 
Two  other  fons ;  who  in  the  wars  o'th'  time 
DyM  with  their  fwords  in  hand.  For  which  their  father, 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  Lflue)  took  fuch  forrow 
That  he  quit  being,  and  his  gentle  Lady^ 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  cicceas'd, 
As  he  was  horn.     The  King,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection,  calls  him  I'oJtbumusy 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber, 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  took 
As  we  do  air,  faft  as  'twas  miniurcd. 
His  faring  became  a  harveft  1  he  liv'd  in  Court    ^ 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  mofr  praia'd,  moft  lov  d, 
A  fampleto  th'  young'ftj  to  th'  mors  mature 
A  glafs  that  featur'd  them;  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards.     For  his  miftrefs, 
(For  whom  he  now  is  banirti'd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  me  efteem'd  him  and  his  virtue. 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

t  Gent.  I  honour  him,  ev'n  out  of  your  report, 
But  tell  me,  is  Hie  folc  child  to  the  King? 

i  Gent.  His  onlv  child. 
He  had  two  fons, 'if  this  ba  worth  your  hiring,    ^^ 
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M  rk  it)  the  eldcfr  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
1'ih'  fwathing  cloaths  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 
Were  ftol'n  ;  and  to  this  hour  no  guefs  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

j  Cent.  Some  twenty  years. 

zGent.  That  a  Kind's  children  mould  be  fo  convey'd  I 
So  Hackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  i"o  How 
That  could  not  trace  them! 

1  Gent.  Howfcc'er  'tis  ftrange, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2  Gent.   I  do  well  believe  you. 
t  Gent.  We  muft  forbear.  Here  comes  the  gentleman, 

The  Queen  and  Princefs.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  the  Queen,  Pofthumus,  Imogen,  and  JtttenAantU 

Siueen.  No,  be  affur'd,  you  mall  not  find  me,  daughter,, 
After  the   (lander  of  mod  ftep- mothers, 
111-ey'd  unto  you:  you're  my  pris'ner,  but 
Your  goaler  mall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  refhaint.     For  ycu,  Pcflbumut, 
So  foon  as  I  can  winth'  offended  King, 
1  will  be  known  your  advocate  :   marry  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unto  his  fentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wiidom  may  inform  you. 

l\Jl.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

2>ueeu.  You  know  the  peril: 
I'll  retch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections,  though  the  King 
Hath  charg'd  you  mould  not  i'peak  together.  [E,v.V« 

Imo.   Diffcmbling  curtefie!   How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  me  wounds  !   my  dcareft  huihand, 
1  fomething  fear  my  father's  wrath,   but  nothing 
(Always  rclerv'd  my  holy  duty)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me.      You  muft  be  gone, 
And  I  flvutt  here  abide  the  hourly  ihot 

Of 


%C*i  CYMBELINEo 

Of  angry  eyes  :   not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world, 
That  I  may  fee  again. 

Poft.  My  Queen  i   my  miftrefs  ! 
JO  Lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpefted  of  more  tcndernefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man.     I  will  remain 
The  loyall'ft  hufband,  that  did  e'er  plight  troth  j 
My  refidence  in  Rome,  at  one  PbilanVs, 
Who  to  ray  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter  :  thither  write,  my  Queen, 
Ajad  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Rc-efiter  Queen. 
Queen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  ; 
Jf  the  King  come,  I  ihall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure— yet  1*11  move  him  [Jfde, 
To  walk  this  way  ;  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  buys  off  my  injuries  to  be  friendsj 
Pavs  dear  for  my  offences.  [E'^-t 

Poji.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart  would  grow  :  adieu. 

Imo.  Nay,  ftay  a  little — 

Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourfelf, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love, 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's  $  take  it,  heart, 
But  keep  it  'till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

jPo/f.  How,  how  ?  another  ! 
You  gentle  Gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fear  up  my  cmbracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death.     Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

[Putting  on  the  ring. 
While  fenfe  can  keep  thee  on  !  and  fweeteft,  faireft, 
As  I  my  poor  felt  did  exchange  for  you 
To  your  (o  infinite  lots  5  fo  in  our  trifles 
I  ftiil  win  of  you.     For  my  fake  wear  this  j 
It  is  a  aaanacje  •£  love,  I'll  place  it 

[Puttlr.z  a  bracelet  M  her  arm. 
1  a  Upon 
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Upon  this  faireft  pris'ner. 

Imo,  O  the  Geds! 
When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

SCENE      III.       . 

'  Enter  Cymbeline,  and  Lords, 

Toft.  Alack,  the  King! 

Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid,  hence,  from  my  fight  3 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  dy'ft.     Away  I 
Thou'rt  poifon  to  my  blood. 

Poji.  The  Gods  protect  you, 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  Court ! 

I'm  gone.  •  ..:'"., 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  deatn 
More  fharp  than  this  is. 
Cym.  O  difioyal  thing, 
That  fhould'ft  repair  my  youth,  thou  faeaptft  many 
A  years  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Harm  not  yourfelf  with  your  vexation ; 
I'm  fenfeleVs  of  your  wrath  j  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 
Cyvu  Pa  ft  grace?  obedience? 

Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  deipair;  that  way  paft  grace, 
Cym,  Thou  might'ft  have  hadthefole  ion  of  my  Queen, 
Imo.  O  bleft  that  I  might  not !  I  chofe  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock.  [throne 

Cym.  Thou  took'ft  a  beggar  j  weuid'ft  have  mace  ray 
A  feat  for  bafenefs. 

hno.  No,  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

Cym-  O  thou  vile,  oae ! 
1ms.  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Pojibums  t 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow  j  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman  j  over-buy*  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 
Cym.  What!  art  thou  mad? 

Imo.  Almoft,  Sir  \  hsav'-n  reftore  mt  \  WW*  I  W«J 
Vol.  VIM.  X  A 
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A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Ltonatus 
Our  neighbour-fhepherd's  fon  ! 

Enter  Queen* 

Cym.  Thou  foolifh  thing  ! 
They  were  again  together,  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.     Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  'Befeech  your  patience  ;  peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace.     Sweet  Sovereign, 
Leave  us  t'ourfelves,  and  make  yourfelf  ibme  comfori 
Out  of  your  beft  advice. 

Cym.   Nay,  let  her  languifh 
A  drop  of  blood  a  day,  and  being  aged 
Pie  of  this  folly.  [Exit, 

Enter  Pifanio. 

S^ueen.  Fie,  you  muft  give  way  : 
Here  is  your  fervant.     How  now,  Sir  ?  what  news  ? 

Ptf.  My  Lord  your  fon  drew  on  my  mailer. 

Quctii.  Hah  ! 
No  harm,  I  truft,  is  done. 

Pif.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger  :  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I'm  very  glad  on't. 

hno.   Your  fan's  my  father's  friend,  he  takes  his  part 
To  draw  upon  an  exile  :  O  brave  Sir  ! 
J  would  they  were  in  Africk  both  together, 
Myfelf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer-back.     Why  came  you  from  your  mafter  ? 

Pif.  On  his  command  j  he  would  not  fuffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven  :  let  thefe  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  fhould  be  fubjeci  to, 
Wben't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  (o, 

Pif.  I  humbly  thank  your  Kighnefs, 

ffyeat*  Pray  walk  a  while, 

Tffl 
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Imo.  About  fome  half  hour  hence,  pray  fpeak  with  me : 
You  /hall,  at  leaft,  go  lee  my  Lord  aboard, 
For  this  time  leave  me [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 
^  I  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fhift  a  mirt  ;  the 
Violence  of  a&ion  hath  made  you  reek  as   a   facrificei 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in  :  there's  none  abroad 
(o  wholiome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clot.  If  my  mirt  were  bloody,  then  to  fhift  it— — — 
Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  'faith :  not  fo  much  as  his  patience.  [Afde. 

lLord.  Hurt  him?  his  body's  a  paffable  carcal's  if  he  be 
not  hurt.  It  is  a  thorough-fare  for  ftcelif  it  be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord.  His  fteel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o'th'  back-fide 
the  town.        _  [Afde. 

Clot.  The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 

2  Lord.  No,  but  he  tied  forward  iiiU,  toward  your  face. 

[Afde. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you  ?  ycu  have  land  enough  of  your  own  j 
but  he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  fome  ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans,  puppies  ! 

[Afde. 

Clot.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord,  to  would  I,  'till  you  had  mealur'd  how  long 
A  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground.  [Afde. 

Clot.  And  that  me  mould  love  this  fellow,  and  refufe  me  ; 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  election,  foe's 
damn'd.        •  [_Af.de. 

I  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her 
brain  go  not  together.  She's  a  good  fign,  but  I  have 
feen  fmall  reflexion  of  her  wit. 

1  Lord.  She  mines  not  upon  fools,  left  the  reflection 
/hould  hurt  her.  [Afde. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber  :  would  there  had 
been  fome  hurt  done  ! 

2  Lord.  I  wifh  not  {o ;  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of 
an  afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt !  [Afde, 

Clot.  You  go  with  us  ? 

Y  a  I  Lord. 
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I  Lord.  1'il  attend  your  Lordihip. 

Clot.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together, 

a  Lord.  Well,  my  Lord,  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     V.     Imogen's  Apartment. 

v  Enter  Imogen,  and  Pifanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  fhores  o'th'  havcrtj 
And  queftioned'ft  every  fail :  if  he  fhould  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  as  a  paper  loft 
With  offer'd  mercy  in  it.     What  was  the  laft 
That  he  lpoke  with  thee  ? 

Pof.  'Twas,  His  Queen,  bis  Queen  f 
Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief  ? 
Pif.  And  fcrfs'd  it,  Madam. 
Imo.  Senfelefs  linen,  happier  therein  than  I  % 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  Madam  5  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  mark  me  with  his  eye,  or  I 
DifHnguifli  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirs  of 's  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  foul  fail'd  on, 
How  fwift  his  fhip. 

Imo.  Thou  mould'ft  have  made  him  ev'n 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

fif.  Madam,  f©  I  did.  [but 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-ftrings  j  crackt  'em, 
To  Icok  upon  him  j  'till  the  diminution, 
From  fpace,  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  my  needle  ;  ' 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  'till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallnefs  of  a^jnat  to  air  ;  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept— but,  good  P\famo9 
When  /hall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pif.  Be  afTur'd,  Madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Molt  pretty  things  to  fay :  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  en  him  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch  ;  or  I  eould  make  him  fwear, 

The 
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The  She's  of  Italy  mould  not  betray 
Mine  ihtereft,  and  his  honour  ;  or  could  charge,  him 
At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,   at  noon,  at  midnight, 
T"  encounter  me  with  onions,  (for  then 
I  am  in  heav'n  for  him)  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  blowing. 

Enter  a  Lady, 

Lady.  The  Queen,  Madam, 
Dehres  your  Highnefs'  company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  djfpatch'd. 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pif.  Madam,  I  mall.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VJ.     Rome. 
Enter  Philario,  Iachimo,  and  a  Frenchman, 

Ia:h.  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain  j  he 
Was  then  but  crefcent,  none  expected  him  to  prove  fo 
worthy  as  fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of:  I 
could  then  have  look'd  on  him,  without  the  help  of 
admiration,  though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments 
had  been  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  J  to  perufehim  by  Item. 

Phil.  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furniih'd 
than  now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both 
without  and  within. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France  ;  we  had  very  many 
there  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

Iach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  King's  daughter. 
(wherein  he  mull  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than 
his  own)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the 
matter. 

French.  And  then  his  ban'/hment— — ~— - 

Iach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe  that  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce  under  her  colours,  are  wcnderfully 
to  extend  him  ;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgment,  which 
fejfe  an  eafy  batteiy  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar 

V  3  without 
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without  more  quality.     But  how  comes  it  he  is  to  fo- 
iourn  with  you  ?  how  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phi.  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together,  to  whom 
I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  life. 

Enter  Pofthumus. 

Here  comes  the  Briton.  Let  him  be  fo  entertained  amongft 
you,  asfuitswith  gentlemen  of  your  knowing,  to  a  ftranger 
of  his  quality.  I  befeechyou  all  be  better  known  to  this 
gentleman,  whom  I  commend  to  you  as  a  noble  friend 
of  mine.  How  worthy  he  is,  I  will  leave  to  appear 
hereafter,  rather  than  ftory  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  been  known  together  in  Orleans* 

Fcji.  Since  when 'I  have  been  debtor  to  you  foy  cour* 
tefies"',  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftijl. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindnefs  5  I  was 
glad  I  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it  had  been 
pity  you  Should  have  been  put  together  with  fo  mortal 
a  purpofe,  as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  fo 
ilight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Poft.  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  travel-  . 
ler  -   rather  fhun'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than 
in  my  ev'ry  aaion  to  be  guided  by  others' -  experiences  j 
hut  uptm  my  mended  judgment,  (if  I  offend  not  to  fay  it 
is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  'Faith,  yes,  to  be  pMt  to  the  arbitrement  of 
fwords  j  and  by  fuch  two,  that  w^ould  by  all  likelihood 
have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

Uch.  Can  we  with  manners  aik  what  was  the  difference? 

French.  Safely,  I  think  j  'twas  a  contention  in  pub- 
iick,  which  may  without  contradiction  naffer  the  report, 
Jt  was  much  bk'e  an  argument  that  fell  out  laft  night, 
where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  country-miftrefies  1 
This  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,  and  upon  war- 
rant of  bLoodv  affirmation,  his.  to  be  more  fair,  virtur 
ous,  wife,  chaft,  confrant,  qualified,  and  lefs  attemptable 
than  anv  the  *aref!  of  our  Ladies  in  France. 

Jack.  That  Lady  is  not  now  Irving  j  or  this  gentleman  s 
©pinion  by  this  worn  put*  _  ^  ^ 
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Boji.  She  holds  her  virtue  ftill,  and  I  my  mind 

Jacb.  You  mull  not  fo  far  prefer  her,  'fore  ours  of 
Italy. 

Poji.  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would  ■ 
abate  her  nothing,  tho'  I  profefs  myfelf  her  adorer,  n$t. 
her  friend. 

Jacb.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  a  kind  of  hand-in-hand 
companion,  had  been  fomething  too  fair  and  too  good 
for  any  Lady  in  Britany :  if  me  went  before  others  I 
have  feen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  out-lufters  many  I 
have  beheld,  I  could  believe  me  excelled  many  5  but  I 
have  not  feen  the  moji  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor 
you  the  Lady. 

Pcjl.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her  j  fo  do  I  my  none. 

Jacb.   What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 

Poji.   More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

Jacb.  Either  your  unparagon'd  miftrefs  is  dead,  or  fhe*s 
Out-prized  by  a  trifle. 

Poji.  You  are  miftaken ;  the  one  may  be  fold  or  given, 
if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe,  or  merit 
for  the  gift.  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale,  and  only 
the  gift  of  the  Gods. 

Jacb.  Which  the  Gods  have  given  you? 

Poji.  Which  by  their  graces  I  will  keep. 

Jacb.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours ;  but,  you 
know  ftrangefowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your 
ring  may  be  ftol'n  too;  fo  of  your  brace  of  unprize- 
able  eftimations,  the  one  is  but  frail  and  the  other  ca- 
fual.  A  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-way-accomplifh'd 
courtier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  fnit  and 
iaft. 

Poji.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifh'd  a  cour- 
tier to  convince  the  honour  of  my  miftrefs,  if  in  the 
holding  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail :  I  do  nothing 
doubt  you  have  flore  of  thieves,  notwithstanding  I  fear 
hot  my  ring. 

Pb'il.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Poji.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  Hgnior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  ftranger  of  zrifc,  we  are  familiar 
kt  firit, 

Iacb» 
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Jack.  With  five  times  fo  much  convcrfaticn,  I  uSpuld 
get  ground  of  your  fair  miftrefsj  make  her  go  back, 
even  to  the  yielding:  had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity 
tc  friend. 

Poft.  No,  no. 

Jacb.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  eftate 
to  your  ring,  which  in  my  opinion  o'er-values  it  fome- 
thing :  but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  con- 
fidence, than  her  reputation.  And  to  bar  your  oftene* 
herein  too,  I  durft  attempt  it  againft  any  Lady  in  the 

world. 

Poll.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  per- 
fuafion;    and   I  doubt   not  you'd   fuitain   what  you're' 
worthv  of,  by  your  attempt. 

Jacb.  What's  that? 

Pojl.  A  rcpulfe  j  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it,, 
deferves  more  5  a  punifhment  too. 

Phil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this ;  it  came  in  too  fud- 
denly,  let  it  die  as  it  was  barn,  and  I  pray  you  be  better 
acquainted. 

lack.  Would  I  had  put  my  eftate  and  my  neighbour  s, 
«n  the  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Pell.  What  Lady  would  you  choofe  to  aflTail  ? 

Jacb.  Yours;  who  in  conftancy  you  think  ftands  fo 
fafe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your  ring, 
that  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  Lady  is, 
with  no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  fecond 
conference,  I  will  bring  from  thenee  that  honour  of  hers, 
which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd. 

PoB.  I  will  wage  againrr  your  gold,  gold  to  it:  my 
ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  finger,   'tis  part  of  it. 

loch.  You  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  wifer;  if  you 
buy  ladies  fiefh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preferye 
jt  from  tainting.  But  I  fee  you  have  forne  religion  in 
you.  thi  t  you  fear. 

"    P:J}.    1  his  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue :  you  bear 
a  graver  purpofe,  I  hope. 

JtcK  1  a«i  the  mailer  of  my  fpeeches,  and  would  un- 
deigo  what's  fpoken,  I  fwear.  t 

Pk£.  Will  you?  I  fliall  but  lend  my  diamond  till 
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your  return;  let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us. 
My  miftrels  exceeds  in  goodnefs  the  hugenefs  of  your 
unworthy  thoughts.  I  dare  you  to  this  match  j  here"* 
jny  ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 
Iacb.  By  the  Gods,  it  is  one.  If  I  bring  you  fufficient 
I  teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part 
I  ©f.  your  miftrefs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are  mine,  {q 
I  is  y«ur  diamond  too:  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in 
I  fuch  honour  as  you  have  truft  in ;  fhe  your  jewel,  this 
I  your  jewej,  and  my  gold  are  yours  j  provided  I  have 
\\  your  commendation,  for  my  more  free  entertainment. 
Pojl.  I  embrace  thefe  conditions  ;  let  u;.  have  articles 

I  betwixt  us ;  only  thus  far  you  mall  ahfwer ;  if  you  make 
■  your  voyage  upon   her,  and  give  me  directly  to  under- 

II  itafnd  you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your  enemy, 
I  fhe  is  not  worth  our  debate.  If  fhe  remain  unfedue'd, 
I  you  not  making  it  appear  otherwife:  for  your  ill  opinion, 
I  and  the  affault  you  have  made  to  her  chaftity,  you  (hall 
B  anfwer  me  with  your  fword. 

Inch.  Your  hand,  a  covenant ;  we  will  have  thefe 
I  things  fet  down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away 
I  for  Britain  left  the  bargain  mould  catch  cold,  and 
I  Starve.  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers 
|  jecorded. 

Pojl.  Agreed.  [Exeunt  Poithumus  and  Iachimo. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 
Phil.  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it. 
i  fray  let  us  follow  'em.  [Ezcutf* 

SCENE    VII. 
Cymbeline'j  Pakce  in  Britain. 
Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius  nvith  s  i-xah 
Queen.  While  yet  the  dew's  on  ground  gather  thofe  Howe)  % 
I  Make  haite.     Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

Lady.  I,  Madam. 
I       Queen.  Difpatch.  f Exeunt  Tidies. 

Now,  mafter  doctor,  have  you  brought  thofe  drug.;? 
I       Cor.  Pleafeth  your  Highnefs,  ay  j  here  they  are,  Madam  ; 
$ut  I  befsech  your  grace  without  orTence 
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(My  confidence  bids  me  afk)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  mod  pois'nous  compounds? 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languiihing  death  j 
But  though  flow,  deadly. 

Queen.   I  do  wonder,  do£tor, 
Thou  afic'ft  me  fuch  a  queftion;  have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long  ?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  diftil  ?  preferve!   yea  fc, 
That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confecYons  ?  having  thus  far  proceeded, 
Unlefs  thou  think'lt  me  dev'lifh,  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclufions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  but  none  human; 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  thsir  act,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  fev'ral  virtues,  and  effcits. 

Cor.  Your  Highnefs 
Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart  j 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  effects  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infectious. 

Quzen.  O,  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Here  comes  a  flatt'ring  rafcal,  upon  him  [AJiis* 

Will  I  firft  work  ;  he's  for  his  mafter's  fake 
An  enemy  to  my  fon.     How  now,  Pifanio  ? 
Doctor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended, 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpect  you,  Madam.  [AJidi* 

But  you  ihall  do  no  harm. 

S^uen.  Hark  thee  a  word.  [To  Pifanio. 

Cer,  I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth  think  fhe  has 
Strange  ling'ring  poifons  ;  I  do  knew  her  fpirit, 
And  will  not  truft  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature.     That  fhe  has 
Willftupify  and  dull  the  fenfe  a  while ; 
Which  firft  perchance  fhe'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogs, 
Then  afterward  up  higher  5  but  there  is 

No  danger  in  what  fhew  of  death  it  makes, 

Mor$ 
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More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirjito  a  time, 
To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.     She  is  rool'd  . 
"With  a  moft  falfe  effect ;  and-I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  fervice, 
Doctor,  until  I  fend. 

Cor.  I  take  my  leave.  [2?#rf. 

Queen.  Werp*  ihe  ftill,  fay'ft  thou  ?  doft  thou  think  in 
She  will  not  quench,  and  let  inuructior.s  enter       [time 
Where  folly  now  poffefles?  do  thou  work; 
"When  thou  (halt  bring  me  word  fire  loves  my  ion, 
I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  matter;  greater;  for 
Kis  fortunes  all  lie  fpeechlefs,  and  his  name 
Is   at  laft  gafp.     Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is:  to  fhift  his  being, 
3s  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another; 
And  every  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.     What  malt  thou  expect 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans, 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  and  has  no  friend, 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ?  Thou  tak'ft  up 

[Pifanio  looking  en  the  tnal. 
Thou  know'ft  not  what;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour  $ 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  King 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death;  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial.     Nay,  I  pr'ythee  take  it, 
It  is  an  earneft  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  miftrefs  how 
The  cafe  ftands   wtth  her  ;  do't  as  from  thyfelf : 
Think  what  a  change  thou  chancer!:  on,  but  think 
Thou  haft  thy  miftrefs  ftill ;  to  boo^,  my  fon, 
Who  mall  take  notice  of  thee.     I'll  move  the  King 
To  any  fhape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 
As  thou'it  defire;  and  then  m-yfelf,  I  chiefly 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women  — 

\Exit  Pifanio. 

Think  on  my  words. A  fly  and  conftant  knave, 

fiat  to  be  fnak'd  j  the  agent  for  his  matter, 

And 
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And  the  remembrancer  of  her  to  hold 
The  hand  faft  to  her  Lord.     I've  given  him  that, 
Which  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  leigers  for  her  fweet  j  and  which  fhe  after 
(Except  fhe  bend  her  humour)  fhall  be  affur'd 
To  tafte  of  too. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies* 
So,  fo;  well  done,  well  donej 
The  violets,  cowflips,  and  the  primrofes, 
Bear  to  my  clofet  j  fare  thee  well,  Pifanio, 
Think  on  my  words.    ,  [Exeunt  B^ueen  and  Ladies, 

Pif.  I  fhall  do  fo: 
But  when  to  my  good  Lord.  I  prove  urjtrue, 
HI  choak  myfelf  j  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  [Exit, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Imogen's  Apartment* 
Enter  Imogen  alone. 
Ir.o.  A  father  cruel,  and  a  ftep-dame  falfe, 
A  foolifli  fuitor  to  a  wedded  Lady, 
That  hath  her  hufband  banifh'd — O,  that  hufband  ! 
My  fupream  crown  of  grief  and  thofe  repeated 

Vexations  of  it- had  1  been  thief-ftol'n, 

As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  mofl  miferable 
li  the  degree  that's  glorious.     Blefs'd  be  thofe, 
flow  mean  foe'er,  that  have  their  honefl  wills, 
Which  feafons  comfort.     Who  may  this  be?  fie? 
Enter  Pifanio,  and  Iaehimo. 

Pif.  Madam,  a  ncble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  Lord  with  letters. 

Iach.  Change  you,  Madam  ? 
The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety, 
And  greets  your  Highnefs  dearly. 

Jmo.  Thanks,  good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome. 

Iacb.  All  of  her  that  is  out  of  door,  mofl  rich  !  [.^T^ 
If  fhe  be  furnifh'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare, 
She  is  alone  th1 Arabian  bird  j  and  I 
Have,  loft  the  wager,     Bolchiefs  be  my  friend  \ 

Asm 


Cymbeline.  265 

Arm  me  audacity  from  head  to  foot : 
Or  like  the  Parthian  I  ihall  flying  fight, 
-Rather  directly  fly. 

Imogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  noblefi  note,  to  ivhofe  k'mdnejfes  I  am  mofi 
infinitely  tied:  Ref.ecl  upon  him  accordingly,  as  you 
value  your  trueji  Leonatus. 

So  far  I  read  aloud. 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warmed  by  the  reft,  and  takes  it  thankfully-  -  ■» 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  ihall  find  it  fo 

In  all  that  I  can  do.  -  ' 

lachi  Thanks,  fairelt  Lady. 
"What,  are  men  mad  ?  hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  fea  and  land,  which  can  diftingui/h  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twin  ftones 
Upon  th'  unnumber'd  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  fpectacles  fo  precious 
*Twixt  fair  and  foul? 

Jmo.  What  makes  your  admiration? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i'  th'  eye;  f0r  apes  and  monkeys, 
'Twixt  two  fuch  She's  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowes  the  other.     Nor  i'  th1  judgments 
For  Idiots  in  this  cafe  of  favour  would 
Be  wifely  cefmite.     Nor  in  the  appetite  j 
Slutt'ry  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd 
Should  make  defire  vomit  ev'n  emptmefs, 
Not  fo  allure't  to  feed. 

Into.  What  is  the  matter,  trow? 

Iacb>  The  cloyed  will, 
That  fatiate,  yet  unfatisfy'd  defire,  that  tih 
Both  fiii'd  and  running  ;  ravening  nrfk  the  laruu, 
.Longs  after  tor  the  garbage. 

It/ie.   What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  rap5  you?  are  you  well? 
•  hub.  Thanks,  Madam,  well. 
*£•:>  -cih  you,  Sir;  defire  jny  marA  abo&      fTo  Pifanio, 

V«>l.  VIII,  Z  Whetc 
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Where  I  did  leave  him  }  he  is   ftrange  and  fkeeprA, 

Pij,  I  was  juft  going,  Sir,  to  give  him  welcome. 

[Exit  Pifani«« 

Jmo.  Continues  well  my  Lord  ?  his  health,  befeech  you  t 

lacb.  Well,  Madam. 

Jmo.  Is  he  difpos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope  he  is. 

Iacb.  Exceeding  pleafantj  not  a  ftranger  there 
So  merry,  and  lb  garnefomej  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Jmo-  When  he  was  here 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  time» 
Not  knowing  why. 

Inch.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a- Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monfieur,  that  it  leems  much  lovc9 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home  :  He  furnaces 
The  thick  fighs  from  himj  whiles  the  jolly  Britcr., 
(Your  Lord  I  mean)  iaughs  fronVs  free  lungs,  cries  ObS 
Can  my  fides  bold,  to  think,  that  man  ivbt  knows 
By  bijioty,  report,  or  his  oivn  proof 
JVbat  woman  is,  yea,  ivhat  [he  cannot  chufe 
But  muji  be,  ivill  bis  f re?  hours  languijb  out 
For  afjitr'd  bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  ? 

lash,  Ay,  Madam,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laugh  tefg 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman:  but  heav'n  knows 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo,  Not  he,  I  hope,  [might 

lacb.  Not  he.     But  yet  heav'n's  bounty  tow'rds   hij* 
B-  us'd  more  thankfully.     In  himfelf  'tis  much} 
In  you,  whom  I  count  his  beyond  all  talents,  -        * 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Jmo.   What  do  you  pity,  Sir? 

Jacb.  Two  creatures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir? 
You  look  on  me  j  what  wreck  difewn  you  in  m« 
Deferves  your  pity  ? 

lu:b»  Lamentable  L  what  I 
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To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  fun,  and  folace 
3'  th'  dungeon  by  a  fnuff? 

Ino.  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me* 

lach.  That  others  do 

I  was  about  to  fav,  enjoy  your  — - — but 
It  is  an  office  of  the  Gods  to  venge  It, 
Jtfot  mine  to  fpeak  on't. 

Imo.  You  do  feern  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me^  pray  y©(| 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  fure  they  do ;  for  certainties 
Or  are  part  remedies;  or  timely  known, 
The  remedy's  then  born;)  flifcoyer  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  ftop. 

lach.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bathe  my  lips  upon  ;  this  hand,  whofe  toueh, 
Whofe  very  touch  would  force  the  ftder's  foul 
To  th'  oath  of  loyalty  5  this  object,  which 
Takes  pris'ner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye,  » 
Fixing  it  only  here  :  mould  I,  damn'd  then, 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  flairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol?  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falfhood,  as  with  labour  ? 
Then  glad  myfelf  by  peeping  in  an  eye 
Bafe  and  unluftrious  as  the  fmoaky  light 
That's  fed  with  ftinking  tallow?  J t  were  fit 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  ihould  at  one  timQ 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear, 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

hcb.  And  himfelf.     Not  I 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change  j  but  tis  your  grace! 
That  from  my  muteft  confeience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

facb.  O  deareft  foal !  your  eaufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart 
JVith  pity,  that  doth  make  me  fick.     A  Lady 

7,  z 
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So  fair,  and  faftned  to  an  cmpery 

Would  make  the  greateft  King  double,  to  be  partner  A . 

With  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  felf-exhibition 

Whi-h  your  own  coffers  yield  !  with  d.feas  d  venture. 

That  play  with -all  infirmities  for  gold 

Which  rottennefs  lends  nature?  fucn  boil  d  {tuft 

As  well  might  poifon  poifon  !   Be  reveng  d, 

Or  (he  that  bore  you  was  no  Queen,  and  you 

Recoil  from  your  great  ftock. 

Into.  RevengM!  alas!       ■,     : 
How  fhould  1  bereveng'd,  if  this  be  true? 
As  I  have  iuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Muft  not  in  hafte  abufe  ;  if  it  be  true, 
How  {hall  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

lack.  Should  he  make  me  ....„» 

Live  like  Diana's  prieftefs,  'twixt  cold  meets? 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps 
In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purie  ?  revenge  it  1 
I  dedicate  myfelf  to  your  fweet  pleafure, 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed, 
And  will  continue-  faft  to  your  affection, 
Still  clofe  as  fute. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pifanlo  l —• 

Iacb.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 
Imo.  Away,  I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee.     If  thou  wert  honourable, 
Thou  wouldft  have  told  this  tale  tor  virtue,  not 
For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft,  as  bafe  as  Itrange: 
Thou  wrong' ft  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  tar 
From  thv  report,  as  thou  from  honour  ;  and 

Sollicit'ft  here  a  Lady,  that  drains-  

Thee,  and  the  devil  alike.     What  ho,  Pifinto? 

The  King  my  father  {hall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  aflault }  if  he  mall  think  it  fit, 
A  faucy  ftranger  in  his  Court  to  mart 
As  in  a  Rcmijb  ftew,  and  to  expound 
His  beaftly  mind  to  us,  he  hath  a  Court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  g  daughter  whom 
He  not  refpeds  at  all.     What  ho,  Pifanwi 

Ucbi  O  happy  Leonatus,  I  may  fay,  ^ 
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IThe  credit  that  thy  Lady  hath,  of  thee 

i  Deferves  thy  truft  ;  and  thy  moft  perfect  goodnefs 

I  Her  affur'd  credit :   blefled  live  you  long, 

',  A  Lady  to  the  worthier!;  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his  ;  and  you  his  mjftrefs,  only 

i For  the  mofl  worthy  fit!   Give  me  your  pardon. 

,  I  have  fpoke  this,  to  krtow  if  your  affiance 

I  Were  deeply  rooted  ;  and  fhall  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er:  and  he  is  one 
The  trueft-manner'd,  fuch  a  holy  witch, 
That  he  inchants  focieties  unto  him: 

I  Half  all  mens  hearts  are  his. 
Irr.Oi  You  make  amends. 

lach-  He  fits  'mongft.  men  like  a  defcended  God  : 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  lets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.     Be  not  angry, 

I  Moft  mighty  Princefs  th»;  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  you  with  a  falfe  report,  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment, 

|  In  the  election  of  a   Sir,  fo  rare, 
Which  you  know  cannot  err.     The  love  I  bear  him, 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus;  but  the  Gods  made  you, 
Unlike  all  others,  chafflefs.     Pray,  your  pardon. 

Into.  All's  well,  Sir ;  take  my  pow'r  i'th'  Court  for  yours* 
l^cb.  My  humble  thanks;   I  had  almoft  forgot 
T'  intreat  your  grace  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 

I  And  yet  a  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 

!  Your  Lord  ;  myfelf,  and  other  noble  friends 

i  Are  partners  in  the  bufinefs. 
Iko.  Pray  what  is't  ? 

Jacb.  Some  dozen  Roman:  of  us,  and  your  Lord, 
(Beft  feather  of  our  wing,)  have  mingled  fums 
To  buy  a  prr.fent  for  the.  Emperor; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  refh,  have  done 
fn  Francem\  'tis  plate,  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
Of  nch  z::d  exquifite  form,  their  values  great  5 
And   I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrang?, 
To  have  them  in  {^t  ftowage:<  jsx^j  it  pleafe  ydu 
To  take  them  in  protection  ? 
lag.  WimnpH% 
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And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety.     Since 
My  Lord  hath  int'reft  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lach.  They  are  in  a  trunk 
Attended  by  my  men  :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night;    , 
I  muft  aboard  to-morrow. 

Jtr.o.  O  no,  no. 

Iach.  Yes,  I  befeech  you :  or  I  frail  fliort  my  woj£ 
By  lengthening  my  return.     From  Gallia 
I  croft  the  feas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains; 
But  not  away  to-morrow  ? 

Iach.  I  muft,  Madam. 
Therefore  I  mail  befeoch  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  Lord  with  writise,  do't  to-night, 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  prefent. 

Imo.  I  will  write  : 
Send  your  trunk  to  me,  it  fhall  bs  fafe  kept, 
And  truly  yielded  you:  you're  very  welcome.     [Exeunt, 

A    C    T    II.      SCENE!. 

Cymeemne'j  Palace. 
Enter   Cloten,  and  tivo  Lords. 

CUt.XXjA.S  there  ever  man. had  fuch  luck!  when  I 
»  '  kifs'd  the  Jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit 
away!  I  had  an  hundred  pound  on't  j  and  then  a  whorfon 
jack-an-apes  muft  take  me  up  for  fwearing,  as  if  I  bor-> 
rowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  fpend  them 
•at  my  pleafure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  his 
gate  with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  his  that  broke  it,  it 
would  have  run  all  out.  [djide. 

Clot.  When  a  gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fwear,  it  is  not 
for  any  ftanders-by  to  curtail  his  oaths.     Ha? 

2.  Lord.  No,  mv  Lord;  nor  crap  the  ears  of  them. 

CJtff 
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Ckt.  Wborfon  dog!  I  give  him  futisfuaion  ?  would  he 
fcad   been  one  of  my  rank.. 

z  Lord.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fooK  \A1de, 

Clot.  1  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  rbe  earth 
— —  a  pox  on't.  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as  1  am  j 
'they  dare  not  fight  with  me,  becaufe  of  the  Queen  my 
mother;  every  jack- flave  hath  his  belly  full  onTghtinu, 
and  I  rmift  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  thai  no  body 
can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  a  capon  too,  and  yon  crow, 
cock,  with  your  comb  en.  X  Aiide 

Clot.  Say' ft  thou?  L  "^     ' 

7.  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  Lordfliip  ihould  undeitaka 
every  companion,   that  you  pive  offence  to. 

Clot.  No.,  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit  1  fljould  commit 
•ffence  to  my  interiors. 

2  Lord.   Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  Lord/hip  onlv. 

Ckt.   Why,   !'o  J  fay. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  Granges  that's  come  to  Court 
tc-night  ? 

Clot.  A  ftranger,  and  I  not  know  on't  ? 

2  Lord.  He's  a  Grange  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows   it 

*0t*        j       ,       ,  [Afide. 

1  Lord.  There's  an  Itdiati  come,  and  'tis  thought  one 
•fI.'4Wi»..'s    friends. 

Clot.  Leonatus!  a  bajiiftVd  rafeai ;  and  he's  another 
whofoever  he  be.     WI10  toid  you  of  this  ftranger? 

1  Lord.   One  of  your  Lordfhip"'-;   page's. 

Clot,  h  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him?  is  there  no 
derogation  in't? 

2  Lord.   You  cannot  derogate,  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafily,  I  think. 

2  Lord.  Yoj  are  a  fool  granted,  therefore  your  i/Tues 
being   fooliih.  do  not  derogate.  [Afide. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian:  what  I  have  loft 
to-day  at  bowls,  I'll  win  to-night  of  him.     Come;  go. 

2  Lord.  I'li  attend  your  Lord&ip.  [Exit  Ciottn. 

T.  at  fuch  3  crafty  devil  as  his  mother. 
S:  culd  visld  the  world  this  af;  !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  ail  down  with  her  brain,  ani  cias  her  ion 

Cannot 
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Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  hearty 

And  leave  eighteen.      Alas  poor  Princefs, 

Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'ft  1 

£e;wixt  a  father  by  thy  ftep-daiae  govern*d, 

A  mother  hourly  coining  plots;  a  wooer, 

More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  13 

Or  thy  dear  hufband,  than  that  horrid  a£i 

Of  the-divorce  hell  made.     The  heav'ns  hold  firm 

Trie  walls  of  thy  dear  honour,  keep  unfhak'ri 

That  temple  thy  fair  mind,  that  thou  may'ft  flanS 

T'  enjoy  thy  banifh'd  Lord,  and  this  great  land  !  [Exeunt*. 

SCENE      II. 

/I  magnificent  bed-chamber,  in  we  tart  of  it  a  Jarft  trunk* 
Imogen  is  aij  cover 'J  reading  in  her  bed,  a  Lady  attending. 

Imo.  Who's  there ?  my  woman  Helen? 

Lady,  Pleafe  you,  Madam 

Imo     What  hour  is  it  ? 

Lady.   Aim  oft  midnight,  Madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then,  mine  eyes  are  weak^ 

Fold  down  the  leaf  wher^  I  have  left;  to  led 

Take  not  away  the  taper,   leave  it  burning: 
And  if  thou  canft   awake  by  four  o'  th'  clock, 

I  pr'ythee  call  me ileep  hath  i'eiz'd  me  wholly, 

\Exa  LjJjm 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  Gods; 
From  fairies  and  the  tempters  of  the  night 
Guard  me,  befeeeh  ye  !  [SIeef%. 

•   £ Iachimo rifdfmtn  th'irv-r.'k. 

lach.  The  crickets  fing,  and  man's  o'er -labour' d  fen!c 
Repairs  itfelf  by  reft:  our  Tarqiun  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  rufhes,  ere  he   waken' <1 
The  chaftity  he  wounded.     Cytberea,  ' 
How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  bed!  freih  lilly, - 
Ana  whiter  than  the   fheets!  that  I  might  toucH, 

But  kifs,  one  kifs rubies  unparagon'd 

Kovv  dearly  they  do't —'tis  her  breathing  that 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus:  the  flame  o'th*  taper 
Bows  tow'rd  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids. 
To  fee  th'  iricios'c.  lights,  now  canopy 'd 

UaSet 


CymbelinEo  273 

jJJorfer  thofc  curtains  white  with  azure  lac'd, 

The  blue  of  heav'n's  own  t;n£l. But  my  dcfigr/s 

To  note  the  chamber— f  will  write  all  down, 

Such  and  fuch  pi 'lures there  the  window — fuch 

I'll'  adornment  of  her  bed the  arras,  figures—. 

Why,  fuch  and  fuch anJ  the  contents  o'  th'  aojy— ► 

Ah,  but  Tome  nut'ral  notes  about  her  body, 

Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 

Would  teftifv,  t'  enrich  mine  inventory. 

©  fleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  hzrt 

And  be  her  feme  but  as  a  monument, 

Thus  in  a  chapel  Iving!  Come  orl,  come  off,——— 

{Taki/tg  ojjf  her  bracelet* 
As  Cipp'ry  as  the  Gordtan  knot  was  hard. 
'Tib  mine,   and  this  will  withefs outwardly, 
A0'  ftrnnely  as  the  conscience  does  within, 
To  th'  macichngof  her  Lord.     On  her  left  breafr 
A   mole  cinque -fpotted,  like  the  cnmiori  drops 
1*  tfi'  bottom  of  a  cowflip.     Here's  a  voucher, 
(Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make:  this  fecret 
Will  force  him  think  I've  pick'd  the  lock,  and  ta'es 
The  treafure  of"  her  honour.     No  more — to  what  end  ? 
Why  fhould  I  write  this  down  that's  rivetted, 
Screw'd  to  my  mem'ry  ?  Sh1  hath  been  reading  late. 
The  Tale  of  Tereus,  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down 

Where  Pbilomele  gave  up 1  have  enough • 

To  th'  trunk  again,  and  fhut  the  fpring  of  it. 
(Swift,  fwift,  you  dragons  of  the  night!   that  dawning 
May  bare  its  raven-eve  *j   I  lodge  in  fear, 
Though  this  a  heav'nly  angel,  hell  is  here.   [Clock  Jlrlkes., 
One,  two,  three :  time,  time ! 

[Goes  into  the  trunk,  the  Scene  clofes, 
SCENE     111. 
Without  the  Palace  under  Imogen's  Apartment. 

Unter  Cloten  and  Lords. 

T  Lord.  YcnrLordfhip  is  the  mo!!  patient  man  in  lofs,. 
the  coldcft  that  ever  turn'd  up  a.e. 

Clot.  It  wouid  make  any  man  cold  to  lofe. 

*  The  raven's  eye  is  remarkably  large  and  gray. 

I  Lord* 
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i  Lord,  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  tbe  nc!)!e 
temper  of  your  Lordihip  $  you  are  moft  hot  and  furioa* 
\vhen  you  win. 

Oct,  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage :  If  f 
could  get  this  foplifh  Imogen,  I  ihali  have  gold  enough? 
It's  almofl  morning,  is't  not? 

I  Loid.  Bay,"  my  Lord. 

Clvt.  I  would  this  mufick  would  come:  I  am  adwifei 
to  give  her  mufick  a  mornings,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  T/iufic'wn* 
Come  on,  tune;  If  you  can  penetrate  here  with  your 
Angering,  fo;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too ;  if  none  wi9 
do,  let  her  remain:,  but  111  never  give  o'er.  Fir  ft,  a 
very  excellent  good  conceited  thing  ;  after,  a  wonderful 
fwect  air  with  admirable  rich  words  to  itj  and  then  ie£ 
&er  ccnilder. 

SONG. 

llar\i  ha*i,  the  lark  at  keavns  gate  Jzrgz9 

■dWPho-bus  gins  arife, 
Jii-<  feeds  to  mater  at  tbojft /firings 

Eath  ebalic' dJio<wer  hppliesi 
And  winking  Mary  buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  tyeu 
With  all  the  things  that  puny  h:n: 

My  Lady  hivect,  anjet 
Arij'e,  ar:je. 

So,  cet  you  gone if  (his  penetrate,  I  <*  ill   "onfider 

your  mufick  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her 
ears;  which  hotfe-hairs,  and  cats- ants  ;  with  the  voice 
#f  unpav?4  eunuch  to  boot,   can  never  nm^nd . 

\F.xe:<nt  MuJicianSo 
Enter  Queen  and  Cymbelinc. 

a  LcrJ,  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  the  reafoj* 
I  was  uo  fo  early:  he  cannot  chufe  "but  take  this  f-rvics 
I  have  done,  fatherly.  Good  morrow  to  your  Majetty, 
and  to  rny  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  fiern  daughter? 
Will  me  not  forfh? 
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(3>t.  T  have  afiail'd  her  with  mufick,  but  /he  vouch- 
tales  no  notice. 

^  Cyw.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new* 
She  hath  not  yet  forget  him  :   fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
Anri'then  fhe's  yours. 

Queen.  You  pre  moft  bound  to  t/r  King, 
Who  iets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.     Frame  yourfeif 
To  orderly  folicits  ;  and  befriended 
pith  aptneisofthe  fasfon,  make  denials 
Increafc  your  fervices;  fo  feeoj,  as  if 
You  are.  iafpiv'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her:  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmiHioa  tends#T 
A*".d  herein  you  are   fenfeiefs. 

Ckt.  Senfelefs?  nctfo? 

Enter   a  Monger, 

Mef.  So  like  you,  Sir,  ambaiTadors  from  Rom?} 
©;;e  s  Cains  Luaus. 

(ym.  A  worthy  fellow, 
■Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now; 
Eu*  that's  no  fault  of  his:  we  mint  receive  hira 
Accc-rdrng  to  the  honour  of  his  fender  : 
And  towards  himfelf,  for's  goodnefs  fore-fpent  on  u$j 
We  muft  extend  our  notice :   our  dear  fon, 
When  you  have  giv'n  good  morning  to  yc-urmifrrefs', 
Attend  the  Queen  and  u^ ;  we  fhaJl  have  need 
T  employ  you  towards  this  Reman.     Come,  cur  Que^ 

[Exeunt, 
S   C  E   N   E      IV. 
dot.  If  flie  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her;  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  ftill,  and  dream.     By  your  leave,  ho! 

I  knov.1  her  women  are  about  her what 

If  1  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ? 'tis  o'old 

Which.  du;.s  admittance,  oft   it  doth,  yea,  makes 
L-r>nj'i  rangers  falfe  themfeives,  and  yield 
Ihcir  deer  to   th'  fbnd  o'  th'  Healer:  and  'tis  gold 
Which  -    h;s  the  true  man  kili'd,  and  faves  the  thief  3 
Kiv^  fcmetimes  hangi  botjk  thhf  sad  tr«e  mar* :  what 

Can 
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Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?   I  will  make 

One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me,  for 

I  ret  not  underftand  the  cafe  myfeif. 

By  your  leave.  [teach, 

Enter  a  Lady* 

Lady.  Who's  there  that  knocks  ? 

Clot.   A  gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more  ? 

Clot.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon. 

Lady.  That's  more 
Than  fome,  whofa  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  iuftly  boaft  of:  what's  your  Lordfhip's  pleafurc* 

Clot.  Your  Lady's  perfon,  is  flie  ready  ? 

Lady-  Ay, 
To  keep  her  chamber. 

Clot.  There  is  gold  for  you, 
Sell  me  your  good  report. 

Lady.  How,  my  good  name? 
Or  to  report  of  you  what  I  think  good  ? 
The  Princefs ■ 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clot.  Good-morrow,  faireftj  fitter,  y»ur  fweet  hanl- 
hm.  Good-morrow,  Sir  5  you  lay  out  too  much  oaim 
For  purchafing  but  trouble:    the  thanks  1  give 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 
Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you. 
Imo.  If  you  but  fa  id  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  tee: 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  ftili 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clot.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Into.  But  that  you  mail  not  fay  I  yield,  being  file nt, 
I  would  not  (peak.     1  pray  you,  fpare  me  j  'raith, 
I  {hall  unfold  equal  difcourtelie 
To  your  beil  kindneis':  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  caught,  forbearance. 

Clot.  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefa,  'twere  my  <;n  } 
I  will  noL  do'u 
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into.  Fools  cure  not  mad  folk;,  Sir. 
dot.  Do  you  caii  me  rboi  ? 
Imo.   As  1  am  mad  I  do  ; 
If  ycu'll  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad  ; 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  forry,  Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  Lady's  manners 
By  being  fo  verbal  :  and  learn  now  for  all, 
That  I  who  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 
By  th'  very  truth  of  it,   I  care  not  for  you  : 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity 
T'  accu&  myfelf,  J  hate  you  :  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make  my  boair. 

Clot.  You  fin  againft 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father  ;  for 
The  contra<£f.  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One  bred  of  alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  dilhes, 
With  fcraps  o'th'  Court,)  it  is  no  contract,  none: 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who  then  he  more  mean  I)  to  knit  their  fouls, 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary,  in  felf-figur'd  knot} 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  consequence  o'th'  crown,  and  muft  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  flave, 
A  hi'ding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cloth, 
A  pander  ;  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.   Prophane  fellow  ! 
Wert  thou  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more 
But  what  thou  art  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom  :  thou  wert  diguify'd  enough, 
Ev'li  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues  to  be  ftil'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  realm  j  and  hated 
For  b$og  preferred  io  well. 

Clot.  The  fouih-fag  rot  him  ! 

Imo.   He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  comC 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.     His  meaneft  garment 
That  ever  hath  but  clip'd  his  body,  's  dearer 
3n  my  refpeft,  than  all  the  hairs  abuve  theSj 
tVere  they  ail  made  fuch.  men. 

Vol.  V1I1,  A  \  Cfa 
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Cht*  How  now  ? 
Imo.  Pfir.io! 
N  Enter  Pifanio. 

Clot.  His  garment  ?  how,  the  devil—— 

Jsro.  To  Dorothy,  my  woman,  hie  thee  prcfently. 

Cht.  His  garment  ? 

too.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  fool, 

Frighted,  and  angred  wo.-fe go  bid  my  woman 

Swch  for  a  iewel,  that  too  cafually 

Hath  left  mine  arm— it  was  thy  matter  s.      Shrew  mo 

If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 

Of  any  King  in  Europe.     I  do  think 

I  faw't  this  morning  j  confident  lam, 

Laft  night  'twas  on  my  arm  ;  I  luffed  it; 

I  hope  It  be  not  gone  to  tell  my  Lord 

That  I  kiis  ottght  but  him. 

pif.  'Twill  not  be  toft,  ..  .  ..,.    . 

lL  I  hope  fo  ;  go  and  fearch.  {Exit  Fifemt. 

Clot.  You  have  abus*d  me     ■    — ■ 

His  meaneft  garment  ? 

Imo.  Ay,  I  laid  fo,  Sir  ; 
Call  witnefs  to't,  if  you  will  make  t  an  attton» 
CrJ.  I  will  inform  your  father. 
hno.  Your  mother  too  ; 
She's  m>  good  Lady  ;  and  will  conceive,  V  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.     So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 
To  the  worft  of  difcontent.  {Ex a* 

Cht.  Til  be  reveng'd  5 
His  meaneft  garment  ? well .  L  A XTt 

S  Q  E  N  E  *  V»     it  0  M  £. 

JE^rer  Poithumus,  a/z^  Fhilario. 
pru  Fear  it  not,  Sir  ;   1  wcuH  I  were  fo  fure 
To  wis  the  King,  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phil.  What  means  do  you  make  to  nral  r 
Pck'  Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  time, 
Quake  irf  the  prefect  winter'*  Hate,  M  wUb 

»t  warmer  days  w«uic  wm*j  w»  tjitfe  i,e>r  d  kojpel 
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I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing, 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phil.  Your  very  goodnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'er-pays  all  I  can  do.     By  this,  your  King 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augvfim  ;  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do's  commifiion  throughly.     And  I  think 
He'll  grant  the  tribute,  fend  th'  arrearages, 
Ere  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  frefh  in  their  giief. 

Pcft.  I  do  believe, 
(Statift  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war  ;   and  you  Ihall  hear 
The  legions  new  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd  than  when  Julius  Cajar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  &iU,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.     Their  difcipline 
Now  mingled  with  their  courages,  will  make  knowa 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people  fuch 
As  mend  upon  the  world.. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  lachimo. 

Phil.  See  Jachimo. 

Poji.  Sure  the  fwift  harts  have  potted  you  by  land  } 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifVd  your  fails, 
To  make  your  vehel  nimble. 

Phil.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Poji,  I  hope  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return^ 

lach.  Your  Lady 
Is  of  the  faireft  I  e'er  look'd  upon. 

Poji.  And  therewithal  the  beft,  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

lach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Poji.  Their  tenour  good,  I  trufl. 

Jack.  'Tis  very  like. 

Poji.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court, 
V/kn  you  were  there  ? 

A  a  a  /*«*• 
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Tazb.   He  was  expected  then, 
But  was  not  yet  approach'd. 

Pofi.   All  is  well  yet. 
Sparkles  this  (tone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

lach    It  I've  loft  it, 
I  {hould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold  ; 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t'enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fwect  fhortnefs,  which 
"Was  mine  in  Britain  ;   for  the  ring  is  won. 

Pcfi.  The  ftone's  too  hard  to  come  by» 

lach.  Not  a  whit, 
Ycv.r  Lady  being  fo  eafy. 

Pcfi.  Make  not,  Sir, 
Your  lofs  your  fport  j  I  hope  you  know  that  we 
Muft  not  continue  friends. 

Imb.  Good  Sir,  we  muft, 
If  you  keep  covenant ;  had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  qireftion  farther;   but  I  now 
Profcfs  myfelf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring  j  and  not  the.  wrcng?? 
Of  her,   or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Pcfi.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  bed  ;   my  hand, 
And  ring  is  yours.     If  hot,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  or  her  pure  honour,  gain?,  or  lofes 
Your  fword  or  mine,  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  w"ho  ihali  find  them. 

Jacb.  Sir,  my  circumftances 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  ;  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  conhrm  with  oath,  which  I  doubt  riot 
You'll  give  rac  leave  to  ipare,  when  ycu  ihall  rind 
You  need  it  not. 

Pcfi.   Proceed. 

lack.  Firft,  her  be^-chamber, 
(Where  I  confel's  I  flept  not,  but  profefs 
had  that  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hanged 
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With  tapeftry  of  filvcr'd  filk  ;  the  ftory 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  (he  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  fwcll'd  above  the  banks  or  for 
The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride  :  a  piece  of  work 
So  biavely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
In  workmanfhip,  and  value  j  which  I  wondcr'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was. 

Poji.  Why,  this  is  true  j 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  fome  other. 

Jacb.  More  particulars 
Mwft  juftify  my  knowledge. 

Poji,  So  they  muft, 
Or  do  your  honour  injury, 

lack.  The  chimney 
Is  fouth  the  chamber,  and  the  chimney- piece 
Chaft  Dian,  bathing ;  never  faw  I  figures 
So  lively  to  report  themfelves  5   the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb  out-went  her, 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Poji.  This  is  a  thing 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewife  reap  5 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

lach.  The  roof  o'th' chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted.     Th*  andirons, 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filver,  each  on  one  foot  ftanding,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Poji.  What's  this  t'  her  honour  ? 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feen  all  this, 
Praife  be  to  your  remembrance,  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  "nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

Jacb.  Then  if  you  can  [Pulling  out  the  Bracelet* 

Be  pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :  fee  I— — — 
And  now  'tis  up  again  ;  it  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond.     I'll  keep  them, 

Poft.  Jcvel ■ 

€Lv-«  vnatt  let  me  beheld  it  ?  Is  it  that 

A  a  3  Wkieh 
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Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

Jjcb.  Sir,   I  thank  her,  that: 
She  ftript  it  from  her  arm,  I  fee  her  yet, 
Her  pretty  a&ion  did  out-fell  her  gift, 
And  yet  emich'd  jt  too  ;  /he  gave  it  me, 
Ana  laid  /he  priz'd  it  once. 
Poft.  She  pluck'd  it  off 
To  fend  it  me. 

Inch.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  /he  J 
Pcji.  O,  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.     Here  take  this  too-. 
It  is  a  bafili/k  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't :  Jet  there  be  no  honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty  ?  truth,  where  femblance  ;  love; 
Where  there's  another  man.     The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be  to  where  they're  made, 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues,  which  is  nothing  ; 
O,  above  meafure  falfe  !—  — — 

Fbil.   Have  patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again  :   'tis  not  yet  won  ; 
It  may  be  probable  /he  loft  it ;  or 
Who  knows  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Might  not  have  ftol'n  it  from  her  ? 

Pojl.  Very  true, 
And  fo  I  hope  he  came  by't >  back  my  ring, 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her 
More  evident  than  this  ;  for  this  was  ftole. 
Jacb.  By  Jupit6r,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 
Poji.   Ilark  you,  lie  fwears  ;   by  y'hiter  he  lVrors. 

*Tis  true nay,  keep  the  r.ne 'ti«  true  j   i''m  Aire 

Shi  could  not  loft-  it  j  her  attendants  arc 
All  honourable  !  they  indue'd  to  ileal  it  ? 

And  by  arranger  !< No,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her. 

The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this  :  fti'  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly. 
There,  take  thy  hire,  and  all  tht  fiends  of  hell 
Djvicle  themfelves  between  you  ! 

Pi/7.  Sir,  be  patient  j 
Th's  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  bebsliev'd} 
Qc  one  perfuaded  well  ct-        ■ 
*V*  Never  talit  qh\  -t 
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She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

Inch.  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying  ;  tinder  her  breaft, 
Worthy  the  prefling,  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moft  delicate  lodging.     By  my  life, 
I  kift  it,  and  it  gave  me  preient  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.     You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Poji.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  ftain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

Jack.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Pofi.  Spare  your  arithmetick.     Count  not  the  turns  5 
Once,  and  a  million. 

Iach.  I'll  be  fworn 

Pofi.  No  fwearing  : 
If  you  will  fwear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lye. 
And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou'ft  made  me  cuckold.  "$ 

Iach.  I'll  deny  nothing. 

Pofi.  O  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal ! 
I  will  go  there  and  do't  i'th'  Court,  before 
Her  father I'll  do  fomething r  [Exit, 

Phil.  Quite  befides 
The  government  of  patience  !  you  have  won  ; 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
Ke  hath  againft  himfelf.   * 

Iach.  With  all  my  heart.  \JLxwnt* 

SCENE     VII.    Enter  Pofthumus. 

Pofi.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  womea 
Muft  be  half-workers  ?  we  are  baftards  all, 
And  that  moft  venerable  man  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where.. 
When  I  was  ftampt.     Some  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit  j  yet  my  mother  feern'd 
The  Diav  of  that  time  j  fo  doth  my  wife 
The  non  pareil  of  this— G  vengeance,  vengeance  ! 
Me  cfmv  lawful  pleafure  me  reftrain'd, 
And  p»y'd  me  oft  forbearance  j  did  it  with 
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A  prudency  fo  rofy,  the  fweet  view  on't 

Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn— that  I  thought  hex' 

As  chafte,  as  unfunn'd  fnov/.     Oh,  all  the  devils  ! 

This  yellow  Iachim*  in  an  hour— was't  not — 

Or  lefs  j  at  firft  ?  perchance  he  fpoke  not,  but 

Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one,  * 

Cry'd  oh  !  and  mounted  j  found  no  opposition 

From  what  h«  look'd  for  Should  oppofe,  and  fhe 

Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 

The  woman's  part  in  me— for  there's  no  motion 

That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 

Ir  is  the  woman's  part  j  be't  lying,  note  it, 

The  woman's  j  flattering,  hers  j  deceiving,  hers  j 

Luft,  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers ;  revenges,  hers  j 

Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  difdain, 

Nice  longings,  flanders,  mutability  : 

AJ1  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 

Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all  5  but  rather  all— for  even  to  vice 

They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  ftill  3 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fo  old  as  that.     I'll  write  againft  them, 

Deteft  them,  curfe  them— yet  'tis  greater  {kill 

In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will  \ 

The  \tiy  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit, 

ACT    III.      S    C    E    N    E    I. 

Cymbeline's  Palace, 

Enter  in  State,  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  and  Lords  at 
ens  door  ;  and  at  another ,  Caius  Lucius  and  Attendants, 

Cym.'S^O  W  fay,  what  would  Auguftus  Cajar  with  us  ? 
*^*    •  hue.    When  Julius  Cafar,  (whofe  reraerjfcp 
brance  yet 
Lives  in  mens  eyes,  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  Britain^ 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cajfibelan  thine  uncle 
(Famous  in  Cafar^s  pratfes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  del'erving  it)  for  him 
And  hie  fuccefiion,  granted  Rome  a  tribute, 
Yearly  tfer«e  tkottfaid  pounds  j  which  by  thee  lately 

Is 
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Is  left  untender'd. 

£)ueett.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel, 
Shall  be  fo  ever 

Clot.  There  be  many  Cafars, 
Ere  fuch  another  y'ulius  :  Britain  is 
A  world  itfe'f,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 

Queen.   That  opportunity 
"Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  relume 
We  have  again.     Remember,  Sir  my  Liege, 
The  Kings  your  anceftors  $  together  with 
The  nat'ral  brav'ry  of  your  ifie,  whi>  h  ftands 
As  Neptune's  park  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unsaleable,  and  roaring  waters, 
With  fand  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies  boats, 
But  fuck  them  up  to  th'  top-rnafr.     A  kind  of  conqueft 
Ca-far  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Or,  came,  and  faivf  and  overcame  :  With  fhame, 
(The  ftrft  that  ever  tcuch'd  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coaft,  twice  beaten  ;  and  his  /hipping 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles,)  on  our  terrible  feas, 
Like  egg-fhelk  mov'd  upon  their  furges,  crack'd 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  rocks.     For  joy  whereof, 
The  fam'd  Cafjibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(Oh  giglet  foitune  !)  to  matter  Cafar^s  fword 
Made  hud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britons  ftrut  with  courage. 

Clot.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid.  Our 
kingdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time  j  and,  as  I 
faid,  there  is  no  more  fuch  Cafars ;  other  of  them  may 
have  crook'd  nofes,  but  to  owe  fuch  flrait  aims,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clot.  "We  have  yet  many  among  us  can. gripe  as  hard  as 
Cajp.b:'an\  I  do  not  fay  I  am  one  ;  but  I  have  a  hand. 
"Why  tribute  ?  Why  fhould  we  pay  tribute  ?  if  Ca-far  can 
hide  the  fun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in 
his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light  j  elfe,  Sir, 
no  more  tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  muft  know, 
'Till  the  injurious  Remans  did  extort 

Thi? 
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This  tribute,  we  were  free.     Cafar  s  ambition 
Which  fwell'd  (o  much  that  it  did  almoft  ftretck 
The  fides  o'th'  world,  againft  all  colour  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon's  j  which  to  make  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  fuch  as  we 
P-eckon  ourfelves  to  be.     Say  then  to  Cafar, 
Our  anceftor  was  that  Mulmutius.  who 
Oidain'd  our  laws  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Cafar 
Hath  too  much  mangled  ;  whofe  repair  and  franchift 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefor*  angry  :   That  Mulmutius,, 
"Who  was  the  firft  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
H;s  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'4 
Himfelf  a.  King. 

Luc.  I'm  forry,  Cymbeline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augufius  Ca'ar 
(Cafar  that  hath  more  Kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thyfelf  domeftick  officers)  thine  enemy. 
'Receive  ic  from  me  then.     War  and  confufion 
In  Cafar  s  name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee  :  look 
For  fury,  not  to  be  refilled.     Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  myfelf. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  welcome,  Ca'ius  ; 
Thy  Cafar  knighted  me  ;  my  youth  I  feent 
Much  under  him  :  of  him  I  gather'd  honour, 
Which  as  he  feeks  of  me  again  perforce, 
Behooves  me  keep't  at  utt'rance.     I  am  perfect, 
That  the  Pannoni0.n1  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms  :  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  fhew  the  Britons  cold  t 
So  Cafar  fhall  not  find  them. 
Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

dot  *  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  paflims 
with  us  a  day  or  two,  or  longer  :  if  you  feek  us  after- 
wards on  other  terns,  you  mall  find  us  in  our  fait- water  \ 
girdle  :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours  :  if  you  fall  £ 
in  the  adventure,  our  crows  ihall  fare  the  better  for  you  j  j, 
and  there's  an  end. 
Luc.  So,  Sir* 
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Cym.  I  know  your  matter's  pleafure,  and  he  mine  : 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Pifanlo  reading  a  letter. 
Pif.  How  ?  of  adultery  ?  wherefore  write  you  net 
What  monfters  have  accus'd  her  ?  Leonatus  ! 
Oh  mailer,  what  a  ftrange  infection 
Is  fall'n  into  thy  heart  ?  what  falfe  Italian 
As  pois'nous  tongu'd  as  handed,  hath  prevail'^ 
On  thy  too  ready  ear  ?  Difloyal  ?  no, 
She's  puninYd  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes, 
More  Goddefs-like  than  wife-like,  fuch  afiaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  virtue.     Oh  my  matter  \ 
Thy  mind  to  hers  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
Thy  fortunes.     How  ?  that  I  fliould  murder  her  ? 
Upon  the  love  and  truth  and  vows,  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command  !---I  her  ! — her  blood  J 
If  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable.     How  look  I, 
That  I  fhould  f:em  to  lack  humanity, 
So  much  as  this  fa  dr.  comes  to  !  Dot — the  letter  [Reading* 
That  I  have  fent  her,  by  her  o*wn  command 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity.     Damn'd  paper  ! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee  :  fenfelefs  bauble  \ 
Art  thou  a  fcedarie  for  this  a£t,  that  look'ft 
So  rirgin-like  without  ?  Lo,  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Imogen. 

I'm  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 
Imo.  How  now,  Pifanio  f 
Pif.   Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  Lord, 
Jnw.  Who  !  thy  Lord  ?  that  is  my  Lord  Levmtus  § 
Oh,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  aftronomer 
That  knew  the  ttars,  as  I  his  characters  : 
He'd  lay  the  future  open.     You  good  Gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relifh  of  love, 
Of  my  Lord's  health,  of  his  content  5  yet  not 
That  we  two  are  afunder  ;  let  that  grieve  him  ! 
S*j»e  grids  are  aiedieiaable,  that  is  ofl«  of  them, 

Fo* 


288  Cymbeljne. 

For  it  doth  phyfick  love  :  of  his  content 

In  all  but  that !   Good  wax,  thy  leave bleft  he 

You  bees  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfel !  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dang'rous  bonds  pray  not  alike.    ' 
Though  forfeiters  you  caft  in  prifon,  yet 
You  cjafp  young  Cupid's  tables :  good  news,  Go&sl[Rrading. 

Jufiice,  and  your  father''  s  wrath,  Jkould  he  take  me  in  k'ts 
dominion,  could  not  be  Jo  cruel  to  me,  hut  you,  oh  the  dearcjl 
tf  creatures,  would  even  reneio  me  with  your  eyes-  Take 
notice  that  Jam  in  Cambria  at  Milforcl -Haven  ;  ivbat your 
eivn  love  will  out  of  this  adfife  you,  fellow.  So  he  ivijhes 
you  all  kappineft,  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your' % 
incicajing  in  love, 

Leonatus  Pofthumus, 

Oh  for  a  hoife  with  wings  !  hear'ft  thou,  Pijanio? 

He  is  at  Milfcrd-IIa'ven  :  read,  and  tell  me 

How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 

May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 

Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,  true  Pifanioy 

Who  long'ft  like  me  to  fee  thy  Lord  5  who  long'ft 

(O  let  me  bate)  but  not  like  me,  yet  long'ft, 

But  in  a  fainter  kind— —oh,  not  like  me  ; 

For  mine's  beyond,  bcyond---fay,  and  fpeak  thick  j 

Love's  counfellor  fhould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing 

To  th'  fmothering  of  the  fenfe-— how  far  it  is 

To  this  fame  bleffed  Milford :  and  by  th'  way 

Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as 

T'  inherit  fuch  a  haven.     But  firft  of  all, 

How  may  we  Ileal  from  hence  ?  and  for  the  gap 

That  we  lhail  make  in  time,  from  our  hence  going 

*  fill  our  return,  t'  excufe— but  firft,  how  get  hence  ? 

Why  fhould  excufe  be  born  or  e'er  begot  ? 

We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee  fpeak, 

How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 

'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Ptf.  One  fcore  'twixt  fun  and  fun, 
Madam's  enough  for  you  :   and  too  much  too* 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  execution,  man, 
Could  never  ao  fo  flow.;  I've  heard  of  wagers, 

Whei 
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V'here  horfcs  have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 

['hat  run  i'th'  clock's  behalf.     But  this  is  fool'ry. 

Jo,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs,  fay 

he'll  home  t'  her  father  :   and  provide  me  prefent 

L  riding  fuit ;  no  coftlier  than  would  fit 

i. Franklin's  houfewife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you'd  beil  c»nfider. 

Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  man  ;  nor  here,  nor  herej 
Jor  what  enfucs,  but  have  a  fog  in  them 
,hat  I  cannot  look  thro'.     Away,  I  pr'ythee, 
)o  as  I  bid  thee  5  there's  no  more  to  fay  : 
Uxefiible  is  non«  but  Milford-way.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE     III. 
A  Fare/1  iv\tb  a  Cave,  in  Wales. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Eel.  A  goodly  day  !  not  to  keep  houfe,  with  fuch 
iV-hofe  roof's  as  low  as  ours  :  floop,  boys  !   this  gate 
nftru&s  you  how  t1  adore  the  heav'ns;  and  bows  yo& 
ro  morning's  holy  office.     Gates  of  Monarchs 
Ire  arch'd  fo  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through 
\.nd  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 
jood-morrow  to  the  fun.     Hail,  thou  fair  heav'n! 
.Ve  houfe  i'th'  rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
\s  prouder  livers  do. 

Cwd.  Hail,  heav'n! 
■  Ar<v.  Hail,  heav'n  ! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  mountain  fport,  up  to  yord  hill, 
four  legs  are  young  :   I'll  tread  thefe  flats.     Confider, 
■Vhen  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
fhat  it  is  place  which  leffens  and  lets  off} 
Vnd  ycu  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  tcld  you, 
)£  Courts,  of  Princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war, 
Pibat  fervice  is  not  fejrvice,  fo  being  done, 
Jut  being  fo  allow'd.     To  apprehend  thus, 
)raw~>  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee  : 
\nd  often,  to  our  comfort,  fhall  we  find 
The  ftiardeir beetle  in  a  fafer  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.     Oh,  this  l;fe 
s  nobler  than  attendin?  for  a  check.  5 
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Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bribe  j 
Prouder,  than  ruftling  in  an  unpaid-for  fillc  : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd :  no  life  to  ours. 

Guid.  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak  j  we  poor  unfiedg'd 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'th'  neft  ;  nor  know 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply  this  life  is  beft, 
If  quiet  life  is  beft,  fweeter  to  you 
That  have  a  ftarper  known  ;  well  correfponding 
With  your  ftiff  age  j  but  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ign-1  ranee  :  travelling  a-bed  j 
A  prifon,  for  a  debtor  that  not  dares 
To  ftride  a  limit. 

Art'.  What  ihould  we  fpeak  of 
When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  ft  all  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how 
Jn  this  our  pinching  cave  /hall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  feen  nothings 
We're  beaftly  j  fubtle  as  the  fox  for  prey, 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies  ;  our  cage     » 
We  make  a.  choir,  as  do.th  the  prifon'd  bird, 
And  fing  our  bondage  freely. 

Eel.  How  you  fpeak  ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly  j  the  art  o*th*  Court, 
As  hard  %o  leave,  as  keep  j  whofe  top  to  climb 
Js  certain  falling,  or  fo  flippVy  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  5  the  toil  of  war, 
A  pain,  that  enly  feems  to  feek  out  danger 
J'th'  name  of  fame  and  honour  ;  which  dies  i'th'  iearcfc 
And  hath  as  oft  a  fland'rous  epitaph, 
As  record  of  fair  fa&  ;  nay,  many  times 
Poth  ill  deferye,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfe, 

Mull  curt'fie  at  the  c?nfure  : Oh  boys,  this  fiory 

The  world  may  read  in  me  :  my  body's  mark'd 
With  Reman  fwords ;   and  my  report  wa"  once 
Firit  with  the  beft  of  note.     Ofmbcline  Iov'd  me, 
And  when  a  foldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 

V/V  uc;  far  off;  then  v/ai  1  as  a  tree 

Whofi 


C  Y  M  B  E  L  I  N  E.  291 

Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit-      But  in  one  night, 
A  ftorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 
Gu'id.  Uncertain  favour  ! 
BcL  My  fault  b**ing  nothing,  as  I  told  you  oft, 
But  that  two  villains  (whofe  falfe  oaths  prevail'd 
Before  my  perfect  honour)  fwore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confed'rate  with  the  Remans ;  fo  * 

[Follow'd  my  banifhnient  j  and  this  twenty  years, 
This  rock  and  thefe  demefnes  have  been  my  world  3 
(Where  I  have  liv'd  at  h'oneft  freedom,  pay'd 
More  pious  debts  to  heav'n,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time— but,  up  to  the  mountains  ! 
This  is  not  hunters  language  ;  he  that  ftrikes 
The  venilon  firft,  (hall  be  the  Lord  o'th'  feaft  j 
To  him  the  other  two  fhall  mimfter, 
And  we  wiil  fear  no  poifon  which  attends 
In  place  of  ftate  :  I'll  meet  you  in  the  vallies. 

[Exeunt  Guiderius  and  Arviraguf, 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature ! 
Thefe  boys  knov  little  they  are  fons  to  th'  King, 
Nor  Cytnbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive.  [meanly 

They  think  they're  mine:  and,   though  train' d  up  thu* 
I'th'  cave  here  on  this  brow,  their  thoughts  do  Lit 
The  roofs  of  palaces,  and  nature  prompts  them, 
In  fimple  and  low  things  to  prince  it,  much 
JJeyond  the  trick  of  others.     This  Pa/adour, 
(The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 
The  King  his  father  call'd  Guiderius,)  Jove  ! 
When  on  my  three-foot  ftool  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I've  done,  his  fpirits  fly 
Out  at  my  ftcry  :  fay,  thus  mine  enemy  fi^y 
And  thus  Ifet  my  foot  en's  neck---e\cn  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  fweats, 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  poftufC 
That  acts  my  words-— The  younger  brother  Cadival, 
(Once  Arvhagus,)  in  as  like  a  figure 
Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  fhews  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.     Hark,  the  game  is  rouz'd— - 
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Oh  Cymbeline  !  heav'n  and  my  confidence  know 

Thou  didft  unjuftly  banim  me  :  whereon 

At  three,  and  twd  years  old,   I  ftole  thefe  babes, 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fuccefhon,  as 

Thou  'reiVir.  me  of  my  Lands.     Euriphik, 

Thou  wail:  their  nurfe,  they  take  thee  for  their  mother) 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  thy  grave  j 

Mvfelf  Bellarius  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 

They  take  for  natural  father.     The  game's  up.     [Exit, 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen. 

Jtno.  Thou  told'ft  me  when  we  came  from  horfe,  the  plac< 
"Was  near  at  hand.     Ne'er  long'd  his  mother  fo 
To  fee  him  firft,  as  I  have  now.     Pifanio, 
Where  is  Pcfthumus  f  What  is  in  thy  mind 
That  makes  thee  ftare  thus  ?  wherefore  breaks  that  %ll 
From  th'  inward  of  thee  ?  oae  but  painted  thus 
Wculd  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  felf -explication.     Put  thyfelf 
Into  a  'havicur  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 
Vanquifh  thy  fleadier  fenfes- -what's  the  matter? 
Why  offer' A  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender  ?  if 't  be  fummer  news, 
Smile  tb't  before  ;   if  winterly,  thou  need' A 
But  keep  that  count'nance  ftill.     Mv  bufcand's  hand  > 
That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 
And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.     Speak,  man  ;  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  ev'n  mortal  to  me. 

JPif.  Pleafe  you  read, 
And  you  /hall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  moft  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

Thymifrefs,  Pifanio,  bath  played  the  Jlrumpet  in  my  bed: 
the  tefirmonies  ivherecf  he  bleeding  in  vie.     I  f peak  not  out  ■ 
cfnveakfunmfes,  but  from  proof  as  firong  as  my  grief,  and 
as  certa\r.  as  /  cxpeB  my  revenge.     That  part  thou,  Pifanio, 
inuji  aft  for  mc,  if  thy  faith  be  not  tainted  with  the  breach 
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ef  hers  ;  let  thine  oiun  hands  take  aivay  her  life :  IJball give 
thee  opportunity  at  Milford-Haven.  She  hath  my  letter  fcf 
the  purpose  j  •where,  if  thou  fear  to  fir  ike,  atd  to  make  ms 
ttrtatn  it  is  done,  thoti  art  the  Pander  to  her  dijhonourt  and 
equally  to  me  dijhydl, 

Pif.  What  fiiall  I  need  to  draw  my  fword  ?  the  papef 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already.     No,  'tis  fiander, 
Whofe  edge  is  {Harper  than  the  {Word,  whofe  tongue 
Out- venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile,  "whofe  breath 
Rides  on  the  pofting  winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  corners  of  the  world.     Kings,  Queens,  and  {tares* 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  fecrecs  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  fiander  enters.     What  chear,  Madam  ? 

Jmo,  Falfe  to  his  bed  !  what  is  it  to  be  falfe  ? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  arid  to  think  ori  him  ? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock,  and  clock  ?  if  fleep  charge  naturfy 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  d.e^m  of  him, 
And  cry  rriyfelf  awake  ?  that  falfe  to's  bed ! 

Pif.  Alas,  good  Lady  ! 

Into.   I  falfe  ?  thy  confeience  witnefs,  lachimo^ 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  incontinency, 
Thou  then  lookMft  like  a  villain  :  now,  methink?, 
Thy  favour's  good  enough.     Some  Jay  of  It  a  fa 
Whofe  feathers  are  her  paintings  hath  betray'd  him  % 
Poor  I  am  ftale,  a  garment  out  of  falhion, 
And  for  I'm  richer  than  to  hang  by  th'  walls, 
I  rauft  be  ript  i  to  pieces  with  me  :  oh, 
Mens  vows  are  womens  traitors.     All  good  feeming 
By  thy  revolt,  oh  hufband,  mail  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villainy  :  oot  bom  where't  gtfows, 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  Ladies. 

Pif.  Madam,  hear  me- — • 

Imo.  True  honeft  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  JEnSX) 
Were  in  his  time  thought  falfe  :  and  Simtis  wsejiing 
Did  fcan^al  many  a  holy  tear,  took  pity 
From  moil  true  wretchednefs.     So  thou,  Pofthumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  level  to  all  proper  meri  j 
Goodly  aad  gallant  fhail  be  falfe  and  perjur'dj 
j?l*n  r-hv  great  fci)-     Come,  fellow,  be  thotf  rtfneir^ 

B  b  3  P« 


^94-  Cymbeline. 

Do  thou  thy  matter's  bidding :  when  thou  feeft  him* 
A  little  witnefs  my  obedience.     Look  ! 
1  draw  the  iword  myfelf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  rnanfion  of  my  love,  my  heart  j 
Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief  $ 
Thy  matter  is  not  there  j  who  was  indeed 
The  riches  of  it.      Do  his  bidding,  ttrike  ; 
Thou  may'ft  be  valiant  in  a  betttr  caufe, 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  coward. 

Pij.  Hence,  vile  internment  ! 
Thou  ttialt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,   I  mutt  die  ; 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  fervant  of  thy  matter's.     'Gainft  felf-fiaughte* 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand  :  come,  here's  my  heart—* 
Something's  afore'tT~ foft,  fpft,  we'll  no  defence  ; 

[Opening  her  breafi. 
Obedient  as  the  fcabbard  !--~What  is  here  ? 
The  fcriptures  of  the  loyal  Leoriatus, 
All  turn'd  to  herefy  ?  away,  away, 

[Pulling  hi:  letters  cuU-of  her  bojotttf 
Corrupters  of  my  faith,  ycu  fhali  no  more 
Be  ttomachers  to  my  heart :  thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  falfe  teachers  !  thofe  that  are  betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treafon  ttiarply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worfe  cafe  of  woe.     And  thou,  Pojlhumus, 
That  didft  fet  up  my  difobedience 
Againft  the  K-ing  my  father,  and  didtt  make 
Ms  put  into  contempt  even  the  fuits 
Of  princely  fellows  j   ihalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  acl:  of  common  palTage,  but 
A  flrain  of  rarenefs  :  and  I  grieve  myfelf, 
To  think,  when  thou  ttialt  be  dif-edg'd  by  her 
Whom  now  thou  tir'ft  on,  how  thy  memory 
Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me— Pr'ythee  difpatch, 
The  lamb  intreats  the  butcher.     Where's  the  knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  natter's  bidding, 
When  I  defire  it  top. 

fij.  O  gracious  Lady  \ 
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Since  I  rccciv'd  command  to  do  this  bufmefs, 
1  have  not  llept  one  wink. 

Imo.   Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pif.  I'll  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  firft. 

Imo.  Wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it  ?  why  hafl:  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action  ?  and  thine  own  ?  our  horfes  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court 
For  my  being  abfent  ?  whereunto  I  never 
Purpote  return.     Why  haft  thou  gone  (0  far, 
To  be  unbent  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand, 
Th'  elefttd  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif,  But  to  win  time 
To  io-fe  10  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe  >  good  Lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary,  fpeak. 
J've  heard  I  am  a  ftrumpet,  and  mine  ear 
(Therein  falfe  ftiuck)  can  take  no  greater  woundj 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.     But  fpeak. 

Pif.  Then,  Madam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again* 

Imo.  Mod  like, 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pif.  Not  (o  neither  $ 
But  if  I  were  as  wife  as  honeft,  then 
My  puipofe  would  prove  well :  it  cannot  be 
But  that  my  mafter  is  abus'd  5  fome  villain, 
And  Angular  in  his  art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan 

Pif.  No,  on  my  life. 
I'll  give  him  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  blcody  fign  of  it :  for  'tis  commanded 
I  mould  do  fp.     You  mall  be  mifs'd  at  Court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo-  Why,  good  fellow, 
What  fha'1  I  do  the  while  ?  where  bide  ?   how  live  ? 
Ct  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 

Dead 
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Dead  to  my  hufband  ? 

Pif.  If  you'll  back  to  frh*  Court 

Jmo.  No  Court^no  father  ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harm,  noble,  fimple  nothing,  Cloten  i 
That  Cloten  whofe  love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  fiege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Britain  muft  you  bide.     Where  then  ? 

Jmo.  Hath  Britain  all  the  fun  that  fhines  ?  Day,  nightj 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?  i'th'  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it ; 
In  a  great  Pool  a  fwan's  neft.     Pr'ythee  think 
There's  living  out  of  Britain, 

Pif.  I'm  moft  glad 
You  think  of  other  place  :  th'  Ambaffador, 
Lucius  the  Reman  comes  to  Milfsrd-Hawn 
To-morrow.     Now*  if  you  could  wear  a  meiri 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  drfguife 
That  which  t*  appear  itfelf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf-danger  $  you  mould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  j  yea,  haply  near 
The  refidence  of  Pojlumus  j  fo  nigh, 
That  though  his  aclion  were  not  vifible, 
Report  mould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Jmo.  Oh  !  for  fuch  means, 
(Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't) 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well  then,  here's  the  point  : 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman,  change 
Command  into  obedience  j  fear  and  nicenefs, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or  more  truly 
Woman  its  pretty  felf,)  to  waggifh  courage, 
Ready  in  gybes,  quick -anfwer'd,  fawcy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel :  nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  cheek, 
Expofing  it  (but  oh  the  harder  hap  ! 
Alack,  no  remedy)  to  th'  greedy  touch 
Of  commen-kimng  TtHm\  and  forget 
Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  whsrcin 
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You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief  : 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  altnoft 
A  man  already. 

P:f.  Fir/},  make  yourfelf  but  like  one« 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit 
('Tis  in  my  cloak- bag)  doublet,  hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.     Would  you  in  their  ferving", 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  feafon,  before  Lucius 
Prefent  yourfelf,  defire  his  fervice  }  tell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy,  which  you'll  make  him  know, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufick  ;  doubtlefs 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you  j  for  he's  honourable, 
And  doubling  that,  mod  holy.     Your  means  abroad 
You  have  me  rich  j  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupply. 

Imo.  Thou'rt  all  the  comfort 
The  Gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee  away. 
There's  more  to  be  confider'd  ;  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.     This  attempt 
I'm  foldier'd  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  Prince's  courage.     Hafte  away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pij.  Well,  Madam,  we  muft  take  a  fhort  farewelj, 
Left,  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpefted  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  Court.     My  noble  mifirefs, 
Here  is  a  box,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen,  » 

What's  in't  is  precious;  if  you're  lick  at  fea, 
Or  ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 

Will  drive  away  diftemper. To  fome  ftade, 

And  fit  you  to  your  manhood  j  may  the  Gods 
Pnecl  you  to  the  beft  ! 

Imo,  Amen  I  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt  federally* 

SCENE     V.     The  Palace  o/Cymbeline. 

Enter  Cymbeiine,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  Lords,  and 

Attendants. 

Cyni.  Thus  far,  and  fo  farewel. 
Luc.  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 
My  Emperor  hath  wrote  j  I  muft  from  hence, 

And 
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And  am  right  forry  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  matter's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  fubjecls,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his  yoak  j  and  for  ourfelf 
To  fhew  lefs  fov'ieignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un-king  like. 

Luc •  So,  Sir,  I  defire 
A  conduct  overhand  to  Milford-Haven* 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you: 

Cym.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office  $ 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit : 
So  farewel,  noble  Lucius, 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  Receive  it  friendly  j  but  from  this  time  forth. 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Th'  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner.     Fare  you  well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lords, 
5Till  he  have  croft  the  Severn.     Happinefs  ! 

[Exk  Lucius,  &V, 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning  j  but  it  honours  us 
That  we  have  giv'n  him  caufe. 

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better, 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  willies  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  horfemen  be  in  readinefs  ; 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  Toon  be  drawn  to  head,  frcrn  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain- 

Quten.  *Tis  not  fleepy  bufihefs, 
But  muft  be  lookM  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  ftiould  be  thus"1 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  Queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter  ?  fhe  hath  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day.     She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty  5 
We've  noted  it.     Call  her  before  us,  for 
We've  been  too  light  in  fufferance.      [Exit  a  M'Jfer.ger. 
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Queen.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  th'  exile  of  Poftbdtnus,  moft  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been  ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  Lord, 
'Tis  time  muft  do.     'Befeech  your  Majefty, 
Forbear  fharp  fpeeches  to  her.     She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftrokes, 
And  ftrokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  the  Mejfenger. 

Cytn.  Where  is  fhe  ?  and  how 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Mef.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwei 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loudeft  noife  we  make. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  fhould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
Which  daily  fhe  was  bound  to  proffer ;    this 
She  wifh'd  me  to  make  known  j  but  our  great  Court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  mem'ry. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
Not  feen  of  late  ?  grant  heav'ns,  that  which  I  fear 
Prove  falfe  !  [Exit* 

Queen.  Son,  I  fay  ;  follow1  you  the  King. 

Clot.  That  man  of  hers,  Pifanio,  her  old  fervant, 
I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days.  [Exit* 

Queen.  Go  look  after  [To  the  MeJJ'enger, 

Pifanio,~~he  that  ftandeth  fo  for  Pojihumus^ 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine  ;  I  pray,  his  abfence 
Proceed  by  fwallowing  that  j  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  moft  precious.     But  for  her, 
Where  is  fhe  gone  ?  haply  defpair  hath  feiz'd  her  5 
Or  wing'd  with  fervor  of  her  love,  fhe's  flown 
To  her  defir'd  Pojlhumus  ;  gone  fhe  is 
To  death,  or  to  difhonour,  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.     She  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  Br'it'ijb  crown. 

Re- enter 
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Re-enter  Cloten, 
How  now,  my  Son  ? 

Clot.  'Tis  certain  fhe  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

gfueen-  All  the  better  ;  may 
This  night  fore-flail  him  of  the  coming  day  !  [Exit  Queen* 

Clot.  I  love  and  hate  her.     For  fhe's  fair  and  royal, 
And  that  fhe  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 
Than  any  lady,  winning  from  each  one 
The  bell  fhe  hath,  and  fhe  of  all  compounded 
Out-fells  them  all ;   I  love  her  therefore  :  but 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Pojibumus,  flanders  fo  her  judgment, 
That  what's  elfe  rare  is  choak'd,  and  in  that  point 
1  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay  indeed 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For  when  fools 
Shall 

SCENE     VI.      Enter  Pifanio. 

"Who  is  here  ?  what !  are  you  packing,  firrah  ? 
Come  hither  ;  ah  yon  precious  pandar,  villain, 
Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  in  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou'rtftraightway  with  the  fiends.  [Drawing  bis  ftvordt 

Pif.  Oh,  good  my  Lord  ? 

dot.  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter,' 
I  will  not  afk  again.     Clofe  villain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  fhe  with  Pofibumut  f 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenefs  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pif.  Alas,  my  Lord, 
How  can  fhe  be  with  him  ?  when  was  fhe  mifs'd  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  me,  Sir  ;  come  nearer  j 
No  farther  halting  $  fatisfy  me  heme, 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pif.  Oh,  my  all- worthy  Lord  ! 

Clot.  All-worthy  villain  ! 
Difcover  where  thv  mifhefs  is,  at  once> 
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At  the  next  word  ;  no  more  of  worthy  Lord. 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pif.  Then,  Sir, 
This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  fee't  j  I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  Auguftus'  throne. 

Pif.  Or  this,  or  perifh  ~1 

She's  far  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this,       >Afiie, 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  3 

Clot.  Humh. 

Pif.  I'll  write  to  my  Lord  fhe's  dead.  Oh,  Imogen,  ?  jrjg4 
Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again  !       $    J 
Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 
Pif.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot.  It  is  Pojihumus"  skznd,  I  know' t.  Sirrah,  if  thou 
would*  ft  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  fervice  ;  undergo 
thofe  employments  wherein  I  mould  have  caufe  toufe  thee 
with  a  ferious  induftry,  that  is,  what  villainly  foe'er  I  bid 
thee  do,  perform  it  directly  and  truly  ;  I  would  think  thee 
an  honeft  man,  thou  fhouldft  neither  want  my  means  for 
thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment. 
Pif.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  for  fince  patiently  and  con- 
ft-antly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar 
Pojlbumus,  thou  can'ft  not  in  the  courfe  of  gratitude  but 
be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.     Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ? 
Pif.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purfe.     Haft  any 
of  thy  late  mafter's  garments  in  thy  poffeffion  ? 

Pif.  I  have,  my  Lord,   at  the  lodging,  the  fame  fuit 
he  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  firft  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit 
hither  :   let  it  be  thy  firft  fervice,  go. 

Pif.  I  ihall,  my  Lord.  [Exit. 

C!«t-  Meet  tin:  at  Milford-Haven-r-I  forgot  to  afk  him 

one  thin  j,  Til  remember' t  anon  .-—even  there,  thou  vil* 

lain  Pofibumu:,  will  1  kill  thee.     I  would  thefe  garments 

ivere  come-     She  (aid  upon  a  time,  (the  bitternsfs  of  it 
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I  now  belch  from  my  heart,)  that  /he  held  the  very  gats- 
man  t  of  Pofibumus  in  more  refpeft  than  my  noble  and 
natural  perfon,  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  qua- 
lities. With  that  fuit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravifti  herf 
firft  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes — there  fhall  ftie  fee  my 
valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt. 
He  on  the  ground,  my  fpeech  of  infultmcnt  ended  on 
his  dead  body,  and  when  my  luft  hath  dined,  {which  as 
I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will  execute  in  the  cloaths  that  (he  io 
prais'd)  to  the  Court  Til  kick  her  back,  foot  her  heme 
again.  She  hath  defcis'd  me  rejoicingly,  and  Til  be 
merry  in  my  revenge. 

Enter  Pifanio  with  a  fuit-  ofufoath:% 

Be  thofe  the  garments  ? 

Pif.   Ay,  my  noble  Lord. 

Clot.  How  long  is't  nnce  {he  went  to  Muford-Hzvfr.  ? 

Pif.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber,  that  is  the 
iecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third 
is,  that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  deGgn.  Be 
but  duteous,  and  true  preferment  fhall  tender  ltfelf  to 
tk'.e.  My  revenge  is  now  at  Mi/fcrd.  would  I  had  wings 
to  follow  it  !  come  and  be  true.  [£*.:, 

Pif.  Thou  bid'ft  me  ?o  my  loft  :  for  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  1  will  never  be, 
To  her  that  is  moft  true.     To  Milford  go, 
And  find  not  her  whom' thou  purfu'ft.     Flow,  flow, 
You  heav'nly  bleflings,  on  her  !  this  fool's  fpeed 
Be  croft  with  flowneis  j  labour  be  his  meed  !         {Exit, 

SCENE     VII.      The  Fcrefl  and  Cave* 

Enter  Imogen  in  ley's  deaths. 

Jmo.  I  fee  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 
I've  tir'd  myfelf  j  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     I  fnould  be  fick, 
But  that  my  reiblution  helps  me.     Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pifanio  fhcw'd  thee, 
Thou  waft  within  a  ken.     Oh  jeve,  I  think 
Foandauoiis  flv  the  wretched,  fuch.  I  m:aq 

Where 
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Where  they  ihould  be  reliev'd.     Two  beggars  told  me, 

I  could  not  mifs  my  way.     Will  poor  folks  lye 

That  have  affliction  on  them,   knowing  'tis 

A  p-unifhment,  or  trial  ?  yet  no  wonder, 

"When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true.     To  lapfe  in  fulnefs 

Is  forer,  than  to  lye  for  need  j  and  falfhood 

Is  worie  in  Kings,  than  beggars.     My  dear  Lord  I 

Thou'rt  one  o'th'  falfe  ones  ;  now  1  think  on  thee, 

My  hunger's  gone  }  but  even  before,  I  was 

At  point  to  fink  for  food.     But  what  is  this  ? 

[ Seeing  the  Cavd 
Here  is  a  path  to't — 'tis  fome  favage  hold  j 
*Twere  beft  not  call  $  I  dare  not  call  5  yet  famine, 
Ire  it  clean  o'er -throw  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plently  and  peace  breed  cowards,  hardnefs  ever 
Of  hardinefs  is  mother.     Ho  !  who's  here  ? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  /peak  ;  if  favage, 
Take,  or  yield  food  :  no  anfwer  ?  then  I'll  enter. 
Beft  draw  my  lword  j  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Grant  fuch  a  foe,  good  heav'ns  1     [She  goes  into  the  Cave* 

Enter  Bellarius,-  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  You,  Pabdcur,  have  prov'd  beft  woodman,  and 
Are  mafter  of  the  feaft  ;  Cadpual  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook,  and  fervant,  'tis  our  match  : 
The  fweat  of induftry  would  dry,  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come,  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  favoury  ;  wearinefs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  refty  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.     Now  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houie,  that  keep'ft  thyfelf  r 

Guid.  I'm  throughly  weary. 

ArSo'.  I'm  weak  with  toil,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 

Guid.  There  is  cold  meat  i'th'cave,  we'll  brouze  on  that 
Whilft  what  we've  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

BeJ.  Stay,  ceme  not  in [Looking  in* 

But  that  it  eats  our  viduals,  I  fhould  think 
It  were  *  Fairy. 

Guid*  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Ccj  BtU 
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Bel.  By  Jufiter ,  an  Angel  !  or  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon.     Behold  divinenefc 
No  elder  than  a  boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  matters,  harm  me  not ; 
Before  I  entered  here,  I  call'd,  and  thcftghl 
T'  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  good  troth, 
I  have  ftol'n  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I'd  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  o'th'  floor.     Here's  money  for  my  mwt, 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal :  and  parted  thence 
"With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gu'id.  Money,  youth  ? 

Art.  All  gold  and  filvex  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon' d,  but  of  thole 
Who  worfhip  dirty  Gods. 

Imo.  I  fee  you're  angry  : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  ftouli 
Have  dy'd,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.   To  Milford-Haven. 

Bel.  Say,  what  is  your  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir  j  I  have  a  kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy:  he  embarks  at  Milford, 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft  fpent  with  hunger 
I'm  fall'n  in  this  offence. 

Bel.  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  no  churls  ;  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well-encounter'd  ! 
'Tis  almoft  night,  you  rtiall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  k. 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Guid.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  fhould  woo  hard,  but  be  your  groom  in  honefty  5 
I'd  bid  for  you,  as  I  would  buy. 
Arv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort 
He  is  a  man  ;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother  : 
And  fuch  a  weloome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours.     Moft  welcome ! 
Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongft  friends. 

litim 
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If 
Kj 
Sees 

Be.  He  wrings  at  fome  diflrefs. 
Guld.  Would" I  could  freest ! 
jfrit.  Or  I,  v,  hatter  it  be, 
PBfcat  pain  it  coil,  what  daogM  j  God3  ! 

Ik/.  Hark,  boys,  [Wbifpermg* 

bite.  Great  men, 
That  bad  a  Court  no  bigger  than-  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themfejves,   and  had  the  virtue 
_  Which  their  own  confeience  feal'd  them,  laying  by 
at  nothing -gift  of  defering  multitudes, 
Could  not  our-reer  thefe  twain.     Pardon  me,  Gods, 
I'd  change  my  lex  to  be  companion  with  them,. 
Since  Leonatus  is  falle. 
Bel.  It  &all  be  fo  : 
Eovs,  we'll  go  drefs  our  hunt.     Fair  3*outh,  come  in* 
Btfceurfe  is  heavy,  faftiiag  ;  when  we've  fupp'd> 
"Well  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  itory, 
&p  far  as  thou  wilt  fpeak. 
Gmd.  1  piay  draw  near. 

Am.  The  night  to  'ih'  owl,  and  morn  to  th'  lark,  lefs 
wekome  \  *  [Exetutt.- 

SCENE 


•U — left  welcome  r  [JMtetf> 

SCENE     VII?,     Rome. 

Er.ltt  tvn  Reman  Stnittri,  and  'Tribunes. 

*  Se,u  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  Emperor's  writ  5 
Ttat  Ante  the  ec-mmon  men  are  now  in  action. 
IGainU  the  Fanrtaniens  and  Dalmatians, 
Aad  l&at  the  legions  now  in  Gallia,  are 

i  weak  to  undertake  our  war  agaim% 

B  fa!l';i  on" Smuts;  that  we  do  incite 

Ijte  sestry  t©  th^s  fcflfinefs.    He  crcatw 
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SCENE    VIII.      Cymbeline's  Palace, 
Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pifanio. 

Cym.  Again  j  and  bring  me  word  how  'tis  with  her  5 
A  fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  fon ; 
Madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger  ;  heav'ns  \ 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  !  Imogen; 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone  !  my  Queen 
Upon  a  defperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me  !  her  fon  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  prefent !  it  ftrikes  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  comfort.     But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  force  it  from  thee 
By  a  /harp  torture. 

Pif.  Sir,  my  life  is  yowrs, 
I  fet  it  at  your  will :  but  for  my  miftrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  file  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  ihe  purpofes  return.     'Befeech  you, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,  he  was  here  ; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  ihall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjeclion  loyally.     For  Chun 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  liim, 

He 


Lucius  Pro-conful :  ajid  to  you  the  Tribunes 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  abfolute  commiffion.     Long  live  Ctefar  ' 

Tri.  Is  Lucius  Gen'ral  of  the  forces  ? 

2  Sen.  Ay. 

Trh  Remaining  now  in  GaU'ra  ? 

1  Sen.  With  tho.fe  legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  yo'Jr  levy 
Muft  be  fuppliant :  the  words  of  your  commi^oa 
Will  tye  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  difpatch. 

Tri,  We  wiiMifcharge.  our  duty.  \Exeur.i. 
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He  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cy:n.  The  time  is  troublefome  ; 
1W11  flip  you  for  a  feafon.  but  our  jealoufy 
Does  vet  depend. 

Loxl.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
The  Roman  legions  all  from   Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft,  with  large  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen  by  th'  fenate  fent. 

C\m.   Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  fon  and  Queen  : 
I  am  amae'd  with  matter. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
Youi  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of.  Comemore,  formore  you're  ready  5 
Tae  want  is,'  but  to  put  thefe  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cyst.  1  thank  you;  lets  withdraw 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  l'-eks  us.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  chatwes  here.     Come,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt  Cymbeline  and  Lards? 

Pif.  I've  had  no  letter  from  my  mafter,  fince 
J  wrote  him  Imogen  was  (lain.     'Tis  ftrangej 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings     Neither  know  1 
What  is  betid  to  Clot  en,  but  remain 
Perplext  in  ail.     The  heavens  ftill  my  ft  work  ; 
Wherein  I'm  faife,  I'm  honeftj   not  true,  true. 
Thefe  prefent  wars  fhal)  find  I  love  my  country, 
Ev'n  to  the  note  o'  th'  King,  or  I'll  fall  in  them  j 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd; 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  boats  that  are  not  iteer'd.  [Zfx&j 

A    C    T     IV.      SCENE      I. 

Its  Foreft. 
Eeter  Cioteri  alone, 

Ch  T  Am  near  to  th'  place  where  they  fhould  meet,  if 

-*■  P.tfanio  have  mapp'd  it  truly.    How  fit  his  garments 

fore  n:  !  why  fhould  his  mi  ft  re  is,  who  was  made  by  him 

haf  n\3de  the  taylor,  not  bs  fit  too?  the  rather,  (faving 

revtrence 


3oS 
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reverence   of  the  word,)  becaufe  'tis   laid,  a  woman's 
fund's  comes  by  fits.   Therein  I  mull  play  the  workman; 
I  dare  fpeak  it  to  myfclf,  for  it  is    no  vain-glory  for  a. 
man  and  his  giais  to  comer  in  his  own  chamber  5  I  ir.eun, 
the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his;  no   left 
young,  more  ftrong,  not  beneath  .him  in  fortunes,  be- 
yond him  in  the  advantage  of  the   time,  above  him  in 
birtb,  a  like  converfant  in  general  fervices,  and  moir 
remarkable  in  fingle  oppositions;   yet  this  ill-peiilverartt 
thing  !oves  him  in   my   defpight.     What  mortality  it? 
Pofihumusy  thy   head    which    is  now  growing  upon  thy 
Ihoulders,  mall  w. thin  this  hour  be  on,  thy  miiheis  cn~ 
ibrc'd,  thy  garments  tut  to  pieces  before  her  face,  :,nl 
all  this  done,   I'll  fpurn  her  heme  to  her  father,  v!i» 
may,  happily  be  a  little  angry  for  my   To   rough  us  - 
but  my  mother  having  power  of  his teftinefs,  fliall  tnn 
all  into  my  commendations.     My  horie  is  ty  d  up  r 
out,  fword,  and  to   a   fore   purpofe  1   fortune  put  them 
into   my  hand!    this  is  the  very   defcriptibn  of  thai 
meeting-place,  and  the  fellow  dares   not  deceiveme. 

SCENE     II. 

The   Frcr.t  cf  the  Cave. 

&:ter  Bellarius,    Guiderius,    Arvlragus,    and  'Imogen, 
from  the  Cave. 
Be/.  You  are  not  well :  remain  here  in  the  ca7C„ 
We'll  come  t'you  after  hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  ftay  here: 
Are  we  not  brothers? 

hno.  So  man  and  man  fhould  be, 
But  clay  and  day  differs  in  dignity, 
Whofe  duft  is  both  alike.     I'm  very  fick. 

Guid,  Go  you  to  hunting,  Til  abide  with  \am+ 
Jir.o.  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well, 
But  not  fo  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  ere  ftck :  fo  p'.eafe  you,  leave  me. 
Stick  to  your  journal  coorfe?  the  breach  of  cuftora, 
Is  breach  of  nil.     I'm  ill,  bat  your  being  by  me 
•Cannot  amend  me,     Society  is  no  comfort 
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To  one  not  fuciable:  I'm  not  very  Tick, 
Since  I  can  reafoa  oft.     Pray  you  truft  me  here, 
y\l  vob  none  but  myfelf,  and  let  me  die 
Stealing  fo  poorly.  ,    «     . 

Gtiid.  I  love  thee:  I  have  (poke  it; 
-How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 
j?c7.  What?  how?  how? 
Jro,  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo,  Sir,  I  yoak  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault:  I  know  not  why 
I  love'  this  youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Love  reafons  without  reafon.     The  bier  at  door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  mall  die,  I'd  fay 
Ms  father,   not  this  yvtiih. 

Bel.   O  noble  ftrain  \ 
O  worthinefs  of  nature,  breed  of  greatnefs  !   * 
I'm  not  their  father,  yet  who  this  fhould  be 

Doth  miracle  itfelf;  lov'd  before  me! 

*Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'  th'  morn. 
jLv.  Brother,  farewel. 
Irm.  I  wifli  ye  fport. 

A>v.  You  health- —  fo  pleafe  you,  Sir.  ^ 

D,iO.Thefearekindcreatures.Gods,whatlyesrveheard5 

Our  courtiers  fay,  ail's  favage,  but  at  Court ;  f 

1  vm  fick  ftill,  heart-fick Pifanio, 

I'll  now  tafte  of  thy  drug.  [Drinks  of  the  mat. 

Guid.  I  could  not  ftir  him ; 

He 


•  breed  of  greatnefs' 


Cowards  father  cowards,  and  bafe  things  fire  the  bafe: 
Hiturc  hath  meal  and  bran;  contempt  and  grace. 
I'm  not,  63V. 

■J- but  at  Court : 

Experience,  oh  how  thou  difprov'ft  report. 
Th'  imperious  feas  breed  monfters  j  for  the  diih, 
Poor  tributary  rivers,  as  fweet  fifhj 
I  am  fick  ftill,  Ciff» 
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He  faM  that  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate: 
Diihoneftly  afflicted,  but  yet  honeft. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  mej  yet  faid  hereafter, 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  th'  field,  to  th'  field  ! 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time;  .go  in,  and  re£. 
Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 
Bel.  Pray  be  not  fick, 
For  you  muft  be  our  houfewife. 

Into.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [Ex':t  Imogen^ 

Bel.  And  fo  flialt.be  ever. 
This  youth,  however  diftreia'-d,  appears  to  have  had 
Good  anceftors. 

Arv.  Kcvv  angel-like  he  lings! 
Guid.  But  his  neat  cookery  ! 
Arv.  He  cut  our  roots  in  character?, 
And  fauc'd  our  broth,  as  Juno  had  been  fick% 
And  he  her  dieter. 

At  v.  Nobly  h-e  yokes 
A  fmi.'ing  with  a  figh.  * 
Guid.   Yes,  I  do  note, 
That  grief  and  patience  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together, 

Arv.  Grow,  patience! 
And  let  the  ftinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  per  lining  root  from  thy  increafing  vine  ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.     Come  away  :  who's  there* 

SCENE     III.     Enter  Cloten. 
Clot.  I  canned  find  thofe  runagates :  that  villain 


-a  figh : 


As  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile  : 
The  frruk  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  £y 
From  fo  divine  a  temple,  to  comoitii 
With  winds  thai  failors  rail  at. 
Omd.  1  no  note,  Sfr. 
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Hath  mock'd  me.     I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thole  rtfaagates! 
Moms  he  not  us  ■?  I  partly  know  h^m  ;  'ti9 
C .   v.-j,  the  fon  o'  th'  Queen;  I  fear  fome  ambufti— — 
I  law  him  not  tbofe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he:  we  are  held  as  ouf-Iaws;  hence. 

Guid.  He  is  but  one  j-  you  and  my  brother  fearch 
what  companies  are  near:   pray  you,  away; 
het  me  alone   with   him. 

[Exeuri  BeJlarius  and  Atvira^us, 

Clot.  Soft !  what  are  you 
That  fly  mc  thus  ?  fome  villain -mountaineers— — 
Jf*ve  heard  of  fuch.     What  flave  art  thou  ? 

Guid.  A  thing 
More  flavifh.  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 
A  fla«e  without  a  knock. 

Clot.  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  law- breaker,  a  villain;  yield  thee,  thief. 

Guid.  To  whom  ?  to  thee  ?  what  art  thou  ?  have  BOt  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine?  a  heart  as  big? 
Thy  words  I  grant  are  biggejr :  for  I  wear  cot 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say  what  thoii  act 
"Why  1  mould  yield  to  thee. 

Ckt.  Thou  villain  bate, 
Know'ft  me  not  by  my  cloa'.hs? 

Guid,  No,  nor  thy  taylor, 
Who  is  thy  grandfather;  he  made  thofe  «k>ath?, 
Wh.ch,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

dot.  Thou  pjecious  varlet ! 
My  taylor  made  them  not. 

Guid.  Hence  then,  and  thank. 
The  man  that  gave  them  thee     Thou  art  fom?  feoi, 
I'm  loth  to  beat  thee* 

Clot.  Thou  injurious  thief, 
Kcar  bet  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Guid.   What's  thy  nam?  ? 

Clot.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Guid.  Chtcn  then,  double  villain,  be  thy  name* 
I  ennot  tremble  ac  it}  were  it  toad, 
Adder,  er  fpider ,  it  vrould  swv^nxe  fgoner* 

CUu 
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Clot.  Then  to  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  meer  confufion,  thou  malt  know 
I'm  Ion  to  th'  Queen. 

Guid.  I'm  forry  for'tj  not  feeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clot.   Art  not  afraid  ? 

Guid.  Thofe  that  I  rcv'rence,  thofe  I  fear,  the  wile: 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clot.  Die  the  death ' 
When  I  have  flain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
And  on  the  gates  of  Ws  town  fet  your  heads; 
Yield  mountaineer-  [light  and Extunt* 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Ar<v.  None  in  the  world;   you  did  mi  Make  him  furs. 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell :  long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  favour, 
Which  then  he  worej  the  fnatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burft  offpeaking,  were  as  his:   I'm  abfolute 
'Twas  very  Clot  en, 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them ; 
I  wifh  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel.  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehendon 
Of  daring  terrors  ;   for  defect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cure  of  fear.     But  fee  thy  brother. 

Enter  Guiderus,  ivith  Cloten's  head. 

Guid.   This  Cloten  was  a  fool,  an  empty  pcrfe, 
There  was  no  money  in't;  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none; 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

G'-iid.  I'm  perfect  what ;  cut  off  one  Cloten's  head, 
Son  to  the  Queen,  after  his  own  report, 
W40  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer, '  and  f.vord 

Witi* 
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"With  his  own  fingle  hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  heads,  where,  thanks  to  th'  Gods  they  grow, 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  town. 
Bel.  We're  all  undone! 

Guid.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lofe, 
But  what  he  fwore  to  take,  our  lives  ?  the  law 
Protects  not  us;  then  why  fhould  we  be   tender, 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  fleih  threat  us? 
Play  jndge,  and  executioner,  all  himfelf  ? 
For  we  do  fear  no  law.     What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad? 
Brf.  No  fingle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eye  on  ;  but  in  all  fafe  reafon 
He  mutt  have  fome  attendants.     Though  his  humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation,  ay  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe;  yet  not  his  frenzy, 
Not  abfolute  madnefs,  could  fo  far  have  rav'd, 
To  bring  him  here  alone  ;  although  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  Court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  out-laws,  ?nd  in  time 
May  make  fome  ftronger  head :   the  which  he  hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out  and  fwear 
He'd  fetch  us  in  5  yet  is't  net  probable 
To  come  alone,  nor  he  fo  undertaking, 
Nor  they  fo  fufFering  :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 
If  we  do  tear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
JVlore  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arm.  Let  ordinance 
Come,  as  the  Gods  forefay  it ;  howfoe'er 
Mv  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel    I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day:  the  boy  Fidek"$  ficknefs 
Dfd  make  my  way  long  forth. 
'Guid.   With  his  own  fword, 
Which  be  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  I've  ta'en 
Hrs  head  from  him :  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  to  the  lea, 
And  tell  the  fi/hes,  he's  the  Queen's  fon  Ckt.K. 
That' y  all  I  reck.  [Exk. 

Bel.  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd : 
Vol.   VIII.  D  d  VculJ, 
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Would,  Pafadour,  vhou  bad'fl  not  done'i!  though  vajfnj 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

.  '■■■%>.   Would  1  had  rione't, 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfVd  me!  Pdadcur, 
I  bye  rhee  brotherly,  but  envy  much 
"i'fiou'fi   rbbb'd  mc  of  this  deed;  I  would  revenges 
That  pollible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feeJc  us  thro', 
And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

BU*  Wei),  'tis  done: 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  feek  foir  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     Pr'yihce  to  our  rock, 
You  and  FiJele  play  the  cooks:   Til  jftay 
Till  hafty  Paladour  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently." 

Ar-v.  Poor  fick  Fidelef 
Til  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain  his  colour 
I'd  ict  a  marifti  of  fuch  Clotcm  blood, 
A;;l  praife  myfelf  for  charity.  [Exit* 

Bel.  O  thou  Gcddefs, 
Thou  divine  nature!  how  thyfelf  thou  blazcn'ft 
In  ihcfe  two  priacely  boys !   they  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet, 
Noe  wsr- ging  his  fweet  head  $  and  yet  as  rough, 
(  riuii  royal  blood  enchaf 'd,)  as  the  rude  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  make  him  ftoop  to  th'  vale.     'Tis  wonderful 
T.iut  an  invifible  inftinct  mould  frame  them 
Tj  royalty  unlearn'd,  honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  izzn.  from  other}  valour, 
T.iat  wildly  grows  in  them,   bur  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  fow'd.     Yet  frill  it's  itrange 
What  Qotcnp  being  here  to  us  portends* 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  G  aider.' us, 

Guid.  Where's  my  brother? 
I  have  fent  Cbten's  clot-pole  down  the  firearn, 
In  cm  baity  to  his  mother  j  his  body's  hcfhige 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  MaJicM 

Bel.  My  ingenious  n&WBiexrtl 

Harlc 
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Hn>k,  Pal.iJcur,  it  founds:  but  What  pccafion 
Hath  Gw/wtf/now  to  give  it  motion?  ii.uk.. 
Guij.    Is  he  at  home? 

Be?>  He  went  hence  even  now.  [mother 

Guid.  What  does  he  mean?  Since  death  of  my  deal1 
It  d:d  not  fpeak  before.     All  folemri  things 
Should  anl'wcr  fulemn  accidents.     The  mattei  i 

SCENE     V. 
Er.ter  Arviragus,  nv'ttb  Imogen  dead,  bearingber  in  bis  arms* 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes! 
And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  arms, 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

A>v.  The  bird  is  dead 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on !  I  had  rather 
Have  fkipt  from  fitteen  years  of  age,  to  fixty  j 
And  turn'd  my  leaping- time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  ken  this. 

Cuid.  O  fweeteil,  faireft  lilly  ! 
My  brother  wears  thee  not  one  half  fo  well, 
As  when  thou  grew'ft  thyfelf. 

Bel.  O  melancholy ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  fhew  what  coaft  thy  fluggiih  ca'rack 
Might  eas'lieft  harbour  in?- thou  bleffei  thmg! 

?ove  knows  what  man  thou  might'ft  have  mak :  but  ahl 
hou  dy'dft,  a  mod  rare  boy,  of  melancholy. 
Tell  me,  how  found  you  him? 

Arv.  Stark,  as  you  fee : 
Thus  fmiling,  as  fome  fly  had  tickled  (lumber, 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  iaugh'd  at :  his  right  chee<£ 
Repofing  on  a  cumion. 


* The  matter? 

Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toy?, 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad  ? 

SCENE     V.  &c 
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Guid.  Where? 
Am'.   0'  tiV  floor: 
Kis  arms  thus  leagu'd;  I  thought  he  flepr,  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  oft"  my  feet,  vvhofe  rudericfs 
Anfwer'd  my  fteps  too  loud. 

Guid.   Why,  he  but  fleeps  ; 
If  he  be  gone  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed, 
With  female  Fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worm?  will  not  come  near  him. 

Aw.  With  fa-ireft  hW'rs, 
(Wniht  furm-ner  Jafts,  and  I  live  here,  Fide/e) 
I'll  fweeten  thy  fad  grave.     Thou  fhalt  not  lack 
The  flow'r  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  Primrcfe,  nor 
The  azur'd  Hare-be/7,  like  thy  veins;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  Eglantine,  which  not  to  flander't, 
Out-fweeten'd  no-t  thy  breath.     The  ruddock  would 
With  thaitable  bill  (oh  bill  fbre-fimriing 
Thofe  rich-left- heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument)  bring  thee  all  this, 
Yea,  and  fuvr'd  mofs  befides,  when  flow 'is  are  none, 
To  winter- grown  thy  coarfe.'     '      »    [ 

Guid.   Pr'ythee  have  done, 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferioos.     Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.     To  th'  grave; 
Atrv.  Say,  where  mail's  lay  him  ? 
Guid.  By  good  Euripbiie>  our  mother, 
Arv.  Be't  fo: 
And  let  us,  Paladour,  though  now purvoices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  fing  him  to  th'  ground 
As  once  our  mother :  ufe  like  note,  and  words. 
Save  that  Eur-fhilc  muft  be  Fide'e. 

Guid.  Cadivaty 
I  cannot  fing  ;   I'll  weep,  and  word  it.  with  thee  j 
For  ncKes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  uoife 
Than  priefts  and  fanes  that  lie. 
jiw.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs  I  fee  med'eine  the  lefs.     For  Clottn. 
Is  quite  forgot.    He  was  a  Queen's  fon,  boys, 

And 
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And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember 

He  has  paid  for  that:  the  mean  and  mighty  rotting 

Together  have  one  duft  j  yet  reverence, 

(The   angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  diftinttion 

Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  Princely. 

And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 

Yet  bury  him,  as  a  Prince. 

Guid.  Pray  fetch  him  hither. 
Therjites'  body  is  as  good  as  A]  ax ', 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv-   If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  fong  thewhilft:  brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Bcllariu-. 
Gu'id.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  mnft  lay  his  head  to  th'  eaft  5 
My  father  hath  a  reafon  for't. 
Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Guid.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 
Arv.  So,  begin. 

SONG. 
Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  0  th*  fun, 

Nor  the  furious  'winter's  rages  j 
Thou  thy. worldly  tafi.  haji  done, 

Home  art  gone,  and  to" en  thy  wages* 
Gdden  lads  and  girls  all  muft, 
As  chimney- fiveepers,  come  to  duft. 
Arv.  Fear  no  mors  the  frown  0*  th  great t 

'Thou  art  fajl  the  tyrant' s  firoke  j 
Care  no  more  to  chath  and  eat  j 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  ti  e  oak : 
The  f'cpter,  learning,  pbyfick,  muji 
AH  follow  thee,  and  come  to  dufi. 
Gu'd.   Fear  no  more  the  lightning -fiafh-  >-' 

Arv.  Nor  th?  all-dreaded  thunder -/lone. 
Guid.   Fear  nojlander,  cen'urc  rafh. 

Arv.  Thou  hajl  jinifh"djoy  and  moan. 
Both.   All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  muji 

Qpijtgn  to  thee,  and  come  to  duft. 
Guid.    Nor  exorcifer  harm  thee! 
Arv.  Aid  no  witchcraft  chasm  the  f 

,    GuM* 
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Cuid.  Ghoft  unlaid  forbear  thee  ! 
Axv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee! 
Borh.  Quiet  consummation  have, 
Unretno'ved  be  thy  grave  ! 

Enter  Bellarius  with  the  body  of  Cloten. 

Cuid.  We've  done  our  obfequies :  come  lay  him  down, 
Bel.  Here's  a  few  flow'rs,  but  about  midnight  morej 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  q'  th'  night 

Are  ftrewings  fitt'ft  for  graves.  —  Upon  the  face 

Y,ni  are  as  flow'rs,  now  wither'd ;  even  fo 
Thefe  herbelets  mall,  which  we  upon  you  firow. 

Come  ob,  away',  apart  upon  our  knees * 

The  ground  that  gave  them  full,  has  them  again  : 
Their  pleafure  here  is  paft,  fo  is  their  pain-.       {Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI.     Imogen  awakes. 

Yes,  Sir,  to  Mi  If  or  J- Haven,  which  is  the  way? 

I  thank  you  — by  yond  bum—  pray  how  far  thither?—. 

'Ods  pittikins— can  it  be  fix  mile  yet? 

I've  gone  all  night 'faith,  I'll  lie  down  and  deep, 

13at  loft!  no  bedfellow:  oh  Gods  and  Godceffes ! 

[Seeing  the  body. 
The  flow'rs  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world ; 
This  bloody  man  the  cares  on't.— 1  hope  I  dream ; 
For  fure  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honeft  creatures.     "lis  not  fo  : 
'  i'was  but  a  bolt  of  nothing:  (hot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes:  Our  very  eves 
Art  fometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.     Good  faith, 
I  tremble  ftill  with  fear;  but  if  there  be 
Vet  left  in  heav'n  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  oh  Gods!  a  part  of  it!'... 
The  dream's  here  ftill}  ev'n  when  I  wake,  if  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me;  not  imagin'd,  felt. 

A  hdadlefs  man!- the  garments  oF Pofihumut? 

I  know  the  ihap*  ofs-teg,  th's  is  his  hand, 
His  foot  Mcrcunal,  his  Martial  thigh, 
Th«  arms  of  llcrculti :  but  his  y*rf«/ftce-™ 
Murder  in  hcaV'n!— hew  !— ->.b  tpf»rtfin*l 
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All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeht 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee!  thou, 
'Twas  thou  confyiring  with  that  devil  Cloten, 
Haft  here  cut  off  my  Lord.     To  write,  and  read, 
Be  henceforth  treach'rous!-— damn'd  Pifa?iio, 

Kath  with  his  forged  letters damn'd  Pifanio      »• 

From  this  the  braveft  veffel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main  top !'  oh  Poflhumus,  alas, 
Were  is  thy  head  ?  where's  that  ?  ah  me,  where's  that  ? 
P  if  am  6  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 
And  left  thy  head  on.  How  mould  this  be  ?  Pifanio!— 
*Tis  he  and  Cioten.     Malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.     Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant! 
The  drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  faid  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rons  to  th'  fenfes ?  that  confirms  it  home: 
This  is  Pijanlos  deed,  and  Cloten  s.     Oh  ! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  thofe 
Which  chance  to  find  us.     Oh,  my  Lord!  my  Lord! 
SCENE      VII. 
Etitir  Lucius,  Captains,  and'a  Sovtbfay-e*. 

Cap.  To  them,  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  fea,  attending 
You  here  at  Mi  if ord- Haven,  with  yoor  fhips: 
They  are  in  rcadinefs. 

Imc.  But  what  from  Rem? 

Cap.  The  Senate  hath  ftirr'd  up  the  confiners. 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy,  moft  willing  fpirits, 
That  promife  noble  fervice  :  and  they  came; 
Under  th«  conduct  of  bold  lacbime,  » 

«*>'•/ enttd's  brother. 

Luc,  When  expecT:  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'  th'  wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardnefs 
Makes  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  prefcnt  numbers 
Be  mufter'd,  bid  the  captains  look  to't.     Now,  Sir, 

[To  the  Scatbfayer. 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpofe? 

§mb%  La  ft  very  night  the  Gods  ihew'd  m.e  a  vi£ca  j 


320  CVMBELINE. 

{I  fatting  prayM  for  their  intelligence) 
I  faw  foveas  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,   wing 
From  th'  fpungy  fouth,  to  this  part  of  the  weft, 
There  vanish  in  the  fun-beams,  which  portends 
{Unlefs  my  fins  abufe  my  divination) 
Succefs  to  th'  Roman  hoft. 

Luc.  Dream  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe.— Soft,  ho,  what  trunk  is  here, 
Without  his  top?  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.     How!  a  page  ! — — — 
Or  dead,  or  fleeping  on  him  :  but  dead  rather  s 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  couch 
With  the  defunct,  or'fleep  upon  the  dead.-7 
Let's  fee  the  boy's  face. 
Cap.  He's  alive,  my  Lord. 

hue.  He'll  then  inftrucl  us  of  this  body.     Young  one^ 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  who  is  this 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  whs  was  he 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  nature  did  it, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture?  what's  thy  intereft 
Jn  this  fad  wreck?  how  came  it,  and  who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing;  or  if  not. 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better.     This  was  my  matter, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good, 
That  hereby  mountaineers  lies  flain :  alas! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  matters:  I  mav-  wander 
From  eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice, 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  them  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  matter. 

Luc.  Lack,  good  youth  \ 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  matter  bleeding:  fay  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  d*  Camp.     If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  Cods  hear,  I  hope      [■dfidei 
They'll  pardon't.     Say  you,  Sir? 
Luc.  Thy  name? 
Imo.  Fidele. 

Luc, 
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Luc.  Thou  doft  approve  thyfelf  the  very  fame  j 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith,  thy  faith  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  mc  ?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  flialt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd.     The  Roman  Emperor's  letters 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me  fhould  no  fooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee :  go  with  me. 

Jmo.  I'll  follow,  Sir.    But  firft,  an't  pleafe  the  Gods, 
I'll  hide  my  mafter  from  the  flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pickaxes  can  dig  :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'  ftrew'd  his  grave 
And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  pray'rs, 
Such  as  I  can,)  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  figh, 
And  leaving  fo  his  fervice  follow  yoa, 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth, 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mafter  thee. 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  ws  manly  duties:  let  us 
Find  out  the  prettied  dazied-plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  parmans 
A  grave ;  come,  *  arm  him :  boy,  he  is  preferr'd 
By  thee  to  us,  and  he  fhall  be  interr'd 
As  foldiers  can.     Be  chearful,  wipe  thine  eyes. 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.         [Extuxt* 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Bellarius,   Guiderius,  and  Arviragus, 

Guid.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Ar-v.  What  pieafure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life  to  lock  "it 
From  a£licn  and  adventure  ? 

Guid-  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Remans 
Muft  or  for  Britons  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barb'rous  and  unnatural  revolters 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 

*  That  is.  Take  him  up  in  your  arms. 

We'll 
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"We'll  higher  to  the  mountains,  there  fecHre  uS. 

To  the  King's  party  there's  no  goingj  newnefs 

Of  C/otens  death,  we  being  not  known  nor  mufter1** 

Among  the  bands  may  drive  us  to  a  render 

Where  we  have  liv'd:  and  fo  extort  from  us 

That  which  we've  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  deatla 

Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Guid.  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt 
(In  fuch  a  time)  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  Satisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely, 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh, 
Behold  their  auarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  Oh,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army  5  many  years, 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  (you  fee,)  not  wore  hiitt 
From  my  remembrance.     And  befides,  the  King 
Hath  no't  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves j 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding, 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life,  aye  hopelefs 
To  have  the  curtefie  your  cradle  promis'd, 
But  to  be  frill  hot  fumme*'s  tanlings,  and 
The  Shrinking  flaves  of  winter. 

GuiJ.  Than  be  fo, 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.     Pray,  Sir,  to  th'  army ; 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known  ;  yourfelf 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er- grown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

Aw.  By  this  fun  that  mines, 
I'll  thither;  what  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die,  fcarce  ever  lookM  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venifon? 
Never  beftrid  a  horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myfelf  who  ne'er  wore  rowel, 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel?  I  am  afham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  fun,  to  have^ 
The  benefit  of  his  blcft  beams,  remaining 
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So  long  i  poor  unknown. 

Guld.  Byheav'ns,  I'll  S°>     . 
If  you  will  bfefs  me,  Sir,  and  givts  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care ;   but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  mc  by 
The  hands  of  Roman ! 

Jrv.  So  Ijv  I,  Amen  I 

Bel.  Noreal'on,  fince  of  your  lives  you  let 
So  ilieht  a  valuation,  lhould  referre        > 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.     Have  with  you,  boj  :> 

n  y0ur  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  it  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I'll  lie. 
Lead,  lead  ':  the  time  feems  long,  their  blood  thmke  fcorn, 
'  [A fide. 

'Till  it  fly  out,  and  fliew  them  Princes  born.      \Kxeuru 

ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

.  A  Field  betioean  the  Briti&  and  Romare  Camps, 

Enter  Pofthumus  ivitb  a  bloody  handhrebxefr 

p/JVEA,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee,  fori  wiflit 

J  '  I  Thou  ftiould'ftbecolour'dtlius.You  married  ones, 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many 
Mull  murder  wives  much  better  than  theralelves 
For  wrving  but  a  little?  oh.  P  if  an;  o  ! 
Every  good  fervaut  does  not  all  commands; 

No  bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones. . Gods !  if  you 

Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  1  never 

Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this;  fo  had  you  laved 

The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  ftruck 

Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.     But  alacic, 

You  match  fume  hence  for  little  faults ;  that  s  iuve 

To  hare  them  fall  no  more;  you  fome  permit 

To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  worfe  than  other, 

And  make  them  dreaded,  to  the  doers  thrift. 

But  Imogens  your  own:  do  your  beft  WW*. 

And  make  me  bleft  t' obey !  I  am  brought  hither 

Anions  th'  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 

Aeainft  my  Lady's  Kingdom;  'tis  enough 

That,  Brttarn,  1  have  kili'd  thy  miftrcfi ;  Pc»«> 


3^4  Cymbeline; 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  heav'ns, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.     I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  myfelf 

As  does  a  Briton  peafant  j  fo  I'll  fight 

Againft  the  part  I  come  with  ;  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  for  whom  my  life 

Is  every  breath  a  death  j  and  thus  not  known, 

Pitied,  or  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myfelf  I'll  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habit  fhews  ; 

Ccds,  put  the  ftrength  o'  th'  Leonati  in  me  ! 

To  lhame  the  guife  o'  th'  world,  I  will  begin 

The  fafhion,  lefs  without,  and  more  within.  [Exit* 

Enter  Lucius,  lachimo,  and  the  Roman  army  at  one  door\ 
and  the  Bridfh  army  at  another:  Leonatus  Pofthumus 
following  like  a  poor  Soldier.  They  march  over,  and  go 
out.  Then  enter  again  injkirmijb  lachimo,  and  Poft- 
humus ;  he  vanquijhetb  and  dijarmeth  lachimo,  and 
then  leaves  him, 

lach.  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  bofom 
Takes  off  my  manhood;   I've  bely'd  a  Lady, 
The  Princefs  of  this  country  j  and  the  air  on't 
Revengingly  enfeeblts  me  :  or  could  this  carle, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature,  have  fubdu'd  me 
In  my  profeflion  ?  knighthoods,  honours  born, 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  fcorn  j 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  Lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  Gods.  \Exit, 

The  battle  continues ;  the  Britons^Ty,  Cymbeline  is  taken  j 
then  enter  to  his  refcue,  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Ar- 
viragus. 

Bel.  Stand,  ftand ;  we  have  th'  advantage  of  the  ground  j 
That  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villainy  of  our  fears. 

Guid,  Arv,    Stand,    ftand  and  fight. 

Enter 
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T.nitr  Pofthumus,  and  feconds  the  Britons,     They  rejeue 
Cymbeline,  and  exeunt. 

Then  enter  Lucius,   Iachimo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  fave  tbyfelf  5 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  fuch. 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

lack.  "lis  their  frefh  fupplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  firangely.     Or  betimes 
Let  s  re-inforce,  or  fly.  \Exeunt% 

SCENE    II. 

Another  fart  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 
Enter  Pofthumus,  and  a  Britifh  Lord* 

Lord.  Cam'lr.  thou  from  where  they  made  the  fland  ? 

Pojf.   I  did. 
Though  you  it  feems  came  from  the  fliers. 

Lord.   I  did. 

Poji.  No  blame  be  to  you,  Sir,   for  all  was  loft. 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  the  King  himielt 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken, 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  feen  ;  all  flying 
Through  a  ftraight  lane,  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaught'ring,  having  work 
More  plentiful,  than  tools  to  do't,  ffruck  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  flightly  tcuch'd,  lbme  falling 
Merely  through  fear,  that  the  llrait  pafs  was  damrn'd 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  fhame. 

Lord.   Where  was  this  lane  ? 

Poji.  Clofe  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turfc 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  foldier, 
An  honed:  one  I  warrant,  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  cams  to, 
In  doing  this  for's  country  :  thwart  the  lane, 
He,  with  two  ftriplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  Bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  flaughter^ 
With  faces  fit  for  mafks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  preservation  cas'd)  For  fi  ami 
Make  g«od  the pa£'dg4t  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled, 

-     Vol.  VIII.  -    E  s  CWt 
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Cur  BriUun'j  harts  ditfiying,  not  our  men  ; 

¥0  darknef  fleet  fouls  tbatjiy  backwards  :  fjinl. 

Or  ivi  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 

Like  beafls,  ivhicb  you  pun  beaflly,  and  may  fave 

But  to  look  back  in  frown  :  ftand,  ftai:d-~T)\z{t  three, 

Three  thoufand  confident,  in  act  as  many, 

(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 

The  reft,  do  nothing  j)  with  this  word  Stand,  fiand, 

Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 

With  their  own  noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 

A  diitaff  to  a  lance,  gilded  pale  looks 

Part,  ihame,  part,  fpirit-renew'd  5  that  fome  turn'd  coward 

But  by  example  (o'h  a  fin  in  war, 

Damn'd  in  the  fir  ft  beginner?)  'gao  to  look 

The  way  that  they  did,  arid  to  grin  like  lions 

Upon  the  pikes  o'th'  hunters.     Then  began 

A  ftop  i'th'  chafer,  a  retire  ;  anon 

A  rout  confuilon-thick.     Forthwith  they  fly 

Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoop'd  eagles  ;  fbves, 

The  ftrides  they  victors  made  j   and  new  our  cowards, 

Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 

The  life  o'th'  need  ;  having  found  the  back  door  open 

Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  heav'ns,  how  they  wound  ! 

Some  flain  before,  fome  dyng,  fome  their  friends. 

O'er-born  i'th'  former  wave;  ten  chae'd  by-one 

Are  now  each  one  the  flaughter-man  of  twenty  ; 

Thofe  that  would  die  or  e'er  refift,  are  grown 

The  mortal  bugs  o'th'  field. 

Lord,  This  was  frrange  chance  ; 
A  narrow  lane  !   an  old  man,  and  two  boys-! 

Pcfl.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it  ;  tho'  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 
Thm  to  work  any.  * 
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* Than  to  work  any, 

Will  you  rhyme  upoa't, 

And  vent  it  tor  a  mockery  ?  here  is  one  t 

T100  boys,  an  old  mar  iiv'ice.  a  bcy3   a  Ian'', 

fervathe  Britwis,  j#ai  the  RoifattH  font*  m 

1,6m 
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.  Lord.  Farewel,  you  are  angry.  [Exit, 

Toji.  This  is  a  Loid  $  oh  noble  mifery 
To  be  i'th'  field,  and  a/k  what  news,  of  me  ! 
Po-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
IV ve  fav'd  their  carcaffes  !   took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  too  !   I,  in  mine  own  woe  cliarm'd.-j* 
Dould  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Ncr  feel  him  where  he  {truck.     This  ugly  monfter, 
'Tis  flrange,  he  hides  him  in  frefh  cups,  foft  beds, 
Sweet  words  ;  and  hath  more  minifters  than  we 
I j  at  draw  his  knives  in  war.     Well,  I  wiil  find  hira 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Reman, 
Sfo  more  a  Briton  ;  I've  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in  $  fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieft  hind,  that  ihall 
3nce  touch  my  fhoulder.     Great  the  Daughter  is 
Hlere  made  by  th'  Romany  great  the  anfwer  be, 
Britons  muft  take  !  For  me,  my  ranfom's  death, 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  tivo  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jvpiter  be  prais'd,  Lucius  is  taken. 
'Tis  thought  the  old  man,  and  his  fons,  were  angels* 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit, 
That  gave  th'  affront  with  them. 

I  Cap.  So  'tis  reported  $ 

But 


Lord.   Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Poji.   'Lack,  to  what  end  ? 
Who  dares  net  ftand  his  foe,  Til  be  his  friend  j 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendfhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhymes. 

Lord.  Farewei,  &c. 

f  Meaning  thai,  his  %voe  feeni'd  as  a  charm   which  pre* 
'ift-.d  him. 

E  e  a 
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But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.     Stand,  who  is  there  ? 

Poji.  A  Reman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  feconds 
Had  anfvver'd  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him,  a  dog  ! 
A  leg  of  Rome  fhall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peeked  them  here  5  he  brags  his  ferviee ,', 
As  if  he  were  of  note  ;  bring  him  to  th'  King.    [Exevnu 

SCENE    III. 

A  Prifon. 
Enter  Poilhumus,  and  two  Gcakrs. 

1  Goal.  You  fhali  not  nowhe  ftol'n,  you've  locks  upon 
So  graze,  as  you  find  pafture.  [you  ;  ' 

2,  Goal.   Ay,  or  ftomach.  [Exeunt  Goalert. 

Poft.  Moit  welcome,   bondage  !  for  thou  art  a  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty  i  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one,  that's  fick  o'th'  gout,  firtce  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 
By  th'  fure  phyfician,  death  ;  who  is  the  key 
T'unbar  thefe  locks.     My  conference  !   thou  art  fetter' d  ' 
More  than  my  (hanks  and  wrifts  ;  you  good  Gods,  give  mo 
The  penitent  infrrument  to  pick  that  bolt  j 
Then  free  for  ever.     Is't  enough  I'm  forry  ? 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  app«afe  j 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Muft  I  repent  ? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves 
Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  3  to  fatisfy, 
I  doff  my  freedom  j  'tis  the  main  part  j  take 
No  ftridter  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement  j   that's  not  my  defire. 
For  Imogen  5  dear  life,   take  mine,   and  though 
'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  lire  ;  you  coin'd  it ; 
Tween  man  and  man  they  wei^h  not  ev'ry  ftamp, 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  5 
You  rather  mine,  being  yours :   and  fo,  great  powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 
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And  cancel  thofe  old  bonds.     Oh  Imogen  ! 

I'll  lpeak  to  thee  in  filence. [He /Jeeps. 

*  *  *  *  SCENE 


*  *  *  *  Here  fclltnus  a  Vifion,  a  Mafqug,  and  a  Pro- 
phecy, which  interrupt  the  Fable  without  the  leaji  necejfity, 
and  unmeafureably  lengthen  this  Ail.  I  think  it  plainly  foijied 
in  afterwards  fir  merejhew,  and  apparently  not  (/Snake- 
fpear. 

t  t  t 

Solemn  mujick  :  Enter  as  in  an  apparition,  Sidlius  Leona- 
tus,  father  to  Pofthumus,  an  old  man,  attired  like  a 
warrior,  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  Matron,  his 
wife,  and  mother  to  Pofthumus,  with  mujick  before  them* 
Then  after  other  mujick,  follow  tie  two  young  Leonati,  bro- 
thers to  Pofthumus,  with  wounds  as  they  died  in  the  warsr 
They  circle  Pofthumus  around  as  he  lies  Jleeping. 

Ski.  No  more  thou  thunder-mafter 

Shew  thy  ipite,  on  mortal  flies  : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide,  that  thy  adulteriif 

Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  ought  but  well, 

Whole  face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'd,  whiift  in  the  womb  he  ftay'd, 

Attending  nature's  law. 
Whofe  father,  Jo<ve  I  (as  men  report, 

Thou  orphans  father  art) 
Thou  fhouldft  have  been,  and  ihielded  hifll 

From  his  earth  vexing  fmart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 

But  took  me  in  my  throes, 
That  from  me  my  PoftLumus  ript, 

Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity  ! 

Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  anceftry, 

Moulded  the  ftuif  fo  fair  ; 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'th*  world, 

As  great  Sidlius''  heir. 

£  C   3  % Sn\ 


2?o  C  y  m  b  e  l  i  n  e: 

SCENE     IV.     Cymbeline'j  Te»t. 
Enter  Cymbeline,    Bellarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus, 

Pif>nio,   and  Lords.  , 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you  whom  the  Gods  have  made 
Prefervers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart, 

That 


1  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  ftand  up  his  parallel, 

Or  rival  object  be, 
In  eve  of  Im^pen,  that  heft 

Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Mt-tb.   With  marriage  therefore  was  he  mcckt 

To  be  cxil'd,  and  throw© 
From  h.-axi&tu%   feat,  and  caft 

From  her  his  dearer!  one 
Sweet  Imogen  ! 

Ski.  Why  did  you  foffer  lacb'imo, 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  noble  heart  and  brain 

With  ncedlefs  jealoufy. 
And  to  becorr.e  the  geek  and  fcorn 

O'th'  other" 6  villainy  ? 

2  Bro.  Fcr  this,  frcm  fliller  feats  we  came^ 
Our  parents,   and  us  twain, 

That  ftriking  in  our  country's  caufe, 

Fell  bravely  and  were  fiain. 
Our  fealty  and  Ter.antiuC  right, 

With  honour  to  maintain. 
I  Bro.  Like  bailment  Pofibamus  hath. 

To  Cytnbeline  perform' d  ; 
Then  Jupiter,  thou  King  of  Gods, 

-Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourned 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 

Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
o/>i.  Thy  chr-'iral  window  ope  j  look  out  5 

No  longer  exereffe, 

U/'n  a  Valiant  race,  thy  harfh 

An-±  fptent  injuries. 

Jidotha 
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That  the  poor  fbldier  that  fo  richly  fought, 

(Whofe  rags  fhatrTd  gilded  arms,  whofe  naked  bread 

Stept  before  fhields  of  proof,)  cannot  be  found  : 

He 


Moth.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  fon  is  good, 

Take  oft' his  miferies. 
Ski.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manfion,  help, 

Or  we  poor  ghofls  will  cry 
To  the  fhining  fynod  of  the  reft, 

Againft  thy  Deity. 
z  Broth.  Help,  Jupiter,  or  we  appeal, 

And  from  thy  juftice  fly. 

Jupiter  dejeends  in  thunder  and  Ughtnlngt  fitting  upon  an 
eagle  ;  he  throws  a  thunder-bolt.  1  he  Chcjls  fall  on 
their  knees. 

Jup.  No  more  you  petty  fpirits  of  region  low 

Offend  our  hearing  j  bufh  !   how  dare  you  ghofts  5 
Accuie  the  thunderer,  whofe  bolt,  you  know. 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  the  rebelling  coafts  ? 
Poor  fhadows  of  Elyf.utn,  hence  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprett, 

No  care  of  yours  it  is,  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,  I  crofs ;   to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delay 'd,  delighted.     Be  content, 
Your  low-laid  fon  our  Godhead  will  uplift: 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  fpent  ; 
Our  Jovial ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married  :  rife,  and  facte  ! 
He  fhall  be  Lord  of  Lady  hnogeny 

And  happier  much  by  his  afthcUon  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft,  wherein 

[Jupiter  drops  a  tablet* 

Our  pleafure,  his  full  fortune,  duth  confine, 
And  fo  away,  no  farther  with  your. din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine  ; 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  chryttal'.ine.         \Akends. 

Sid.  Rs  came  in  thunder,  his  cekftial  breath 

Was 
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He  fhall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  fo. 

Bel. 

Was  fulphurous  to  fmeii  5  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us  ;   Ids  afcenfion  is 
More  fvveet  than  our  bieft  fields  }  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  his  God  is  pleas'd. 

j0.  Thanks,  Jupiter. 

Sich  The  marble  pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  roof:  away,  and  to  be  bieft 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  [Iranljb. 

Pcjl.  Sleep,  thou  haft  been  a  grandfire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me  :  and  thou  haft  created 
A  mother,  and  two  brothers.     But,  oh  fcorn  ! 
Gone — they  went  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born  : 
And  fo  I  am  awak«— Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatnefs'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done, 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.     But,  ahs,  Ifwerve: 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve, 
And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  favours  j  fo  am  I 
That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why  : 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?  a  book  !   oh  rare  one  ! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  tangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers.     Let  thy  effefts 
So  follow,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtiers, 
As  good  as  promile. 

[Reads. 
When  as  the  lions  nohelp  fhall,  to  h'tmjelf  unknoivn,  without 
feehngfind,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air  j  and 

ivhen  from  a  fiately  cedar  Jhall  be  lopt  branches,  ivbich 

beingdead many  years,  fvall after  revive,  be jointed  io  the  eld 
flock,  andfrefhly  groiv,  then  Jhall  Pofthismus  end  his  mife- 

ries,  Britain  befcrtunatc,  and  flour  ijh  in  peace  and  plenty, 
*Tis  ftill  a  dream  ;  or  elfe  fuch  ftuff  as  mad-men 
Tongue  and  brain  not  :  do  either  both,  or  aothing  5 
Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 
As  fenle  cannot  untie.     But  what  it  is, 
The  adlion  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  I'll  keep 
If  but  for  /ympathy,  Entir 
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Such 


Be!    I  never  faw 
Such  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing 


Enter  Goaler. 
Goal,  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Poft.   Over-rofted  rather  :   ready  long  ag^. 
Goal.  Hanging  is  the  word,  Sir  5  if  you  be  ready  for 
that,  you  are  well  cookt. 

Pcji.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  fpeclators,  the 
difh  pays  the  (hot. 

Goal.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir»  but  the  com- 
fort is,  you  mall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no 
more  tavern  bills,  which  are  often  the  i'adnefs  of  parting, 
as  the  procuring  of  mirth  $  you  came  in  faint  tor  want 
of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  two  much  drink  5  forry  that 
you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry  that  you  are  paid  too 
•much  5  purfe  and  brain,  both  empty  :  the  brain  the 
heavier  for  being  too  light  $  the  purfe  too  hphr,  being 
drawn  of  heavinefs.  Oh,  of  this  contradiaiou  you 
fhall  now  be  quit :  oh  the  charity  of  a  penny  cord,  it 
fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice  ;  you  have  no  true  debtor 
and  Creditor,  but  it  j  of  what's  paft,  is,  and  to  come, 
the  difcharge  j  your  neck,  Sir,  is  pen,  book,  and  coun- 
ters ;  fo  the  acquittance  follows. 

Poft.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 
Goal.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  deeps,  feels  not  the  tooth- 
ache :  but  a  man  that  were  to  fleep  your  fleep,  and  a 
hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  would  change 
places  with  his  officer  :  for  look  you,  Sir,  you  know  not 
which  way  you  fhall  go. 

Poft.   Yes,  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Goal.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  then  ;  T  have 
not  feen  him  fo  pictur'd  :  you  muft  either  be  dire&ed 
by  fome  that  take  upon  them  to  know  ;  or  to  take  upon 
yourfelf  that  which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know  ;  or 
lump  the  after  enquiry  on  your  own  peril  ;  and  how  yosj 
fhall  fpeed  in  your  journey's  end,  1  think  you'll  never 
return  to  tell  one. 

Pc3.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes, 

t» 
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Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promis'd  nought 
Eut  begg'ry  and  poor  luck. 

Cym.   No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pif  Ke  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead  and  living, 
Eut  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,   heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Beliarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 
Ey  whom,  I  grant,  fne  lives.     'Tis  now  the  time 
To  afk  of  whence  you  are.    -Report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  born,-  and  gentlemen  : 
Further  to  boait,  were  neither  true  nor  modefr, 
Unlefs  I  add,  we're  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees, 
Arife  my  Knights  o'th'  battle  $  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
"With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates.  Enter 

to  direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as.  wink, 
and  will  not  ufe  them. 

Goal.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  mould 
have  the  beft  ufe  of  eyes  to  feek  the  way  of  blindnefs  :  I 
am  fure  fuch  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 
Enter  a  MeJJ'enger. 

Mef.  Knock  oft"  his  menacles,  bring  your  prifoner  to 
the  King.  [free. 

Pcf*  Thoubring'frgcod  news,  I  am  called  to  be  made 

Gcal.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

Poji.  Thou  malt  be  then  freer  than  a  goaler  :  no  bolts 
for  the  dead.  [Exeunt. 

Gcal.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget 
young  gjbbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet  on  my  con- 
fdence,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to  live,  for  all  he  be 
a  Roman  :  and  there  be  fome  of  them  too  that  die  againft 
their  wills;  fo  fhould  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were 
~s:ll  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good  ;  O  there  were  defec- 
tion or  goalers,  and  galiowfes;  I  fpeak  againft  my  preient 
profit,  bet  my  wifh  hath  a  ofeferment  in't.  [Exk, 

SCENE     IV.    fifr. 
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Enter  Cornelius  dnd  Ladies. 
There's  bufinefs  in  thcfe  faces  :  why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  like  Remans, 
And  not  o'th'  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  King  ! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  muft  report 
The  Queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  pbyfician 
Would  this  report  become?  but  I  confider, 
By  med'eine  life  may   be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  do£f.or  too.      How  ended  fhe  ? 

Ccr.    With  horror,   madly  dying,   like  herfelf, 
Who  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Moft  cruel  to  herfelf.      >Vhat  fhe  confeft, 
I  will  report,  fo  pleafe  you.     Thcfe  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err  j  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  pre'ent  when  &e  finifh'd. 

Cyn:%  Pr'ythee  fay. 

Cor.  Firfr,  fhe  confefs'd  Hie  never  lov'd  you,  only 
Affected  greatnefs  got  by  you,   not  you  : 
Married  your  royalty,  wife  to  your  place 
Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 
And  but  fhe  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor,   Your  daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  flie  did  confefs 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight,  whofe  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fll'e  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poifon. 

%ym.  O  moft  delicate  fiend  ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?  is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.     She  did  confefs  fhe  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral,  which  being  took 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring 
By  inches  wafte  you.      In  which  time  ftie  purpos'd 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kiffing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  Anew  :  yes,  and  in  time 
When  fiie  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
Her  fan  into  th'  adoption  of  the  crown  : 
Bttt  failing  cf  her  end  by  his  flrange  ablence,  Grew 
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Grew  fhamelefs.  defperate  ;  open'd  in  defpighe 
Of  heav'n  and  men,  her  purpof'es  :  repented  j 
The  ills  (he  hatch'd  were  not  effected :  fo 
Defpairing,  dy'd. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  ? 

Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Cytn.  Yet  mine  eyes 
Were  riot  in  fault,  for  ihe  was  beautiful  : 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  feeming.     It  had  been  vicious 
To  have  miftrufted  her.     Yet  oh  my  daughter  ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me  thou  may 'ft  fay, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.     Heav'n  mend  all  ! 
SCENE      V. 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  other  Roman  Prifonen* 
Pofthumus  behind,  and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'ft  not,  Cains,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one  5  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  fuit 
Ttiat  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  (laughter 
>Of  you  their  captives,  which  ourfelf  have  granted. 
So  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confide-,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war  ;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  ihould  net,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threatned 
O.ir  pris'neis  with  the  fword.     But  fince  the  Gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
JVJay  be  call'd  ranfom,  let  it  come.     SufHceth, 

A  Roman  with  a  Roman  s  heart  can  fuffer. 4 

Aug-Zus  lives  to  think  on't And  fo  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 

I  will  intreat  j  my  boy,  a  Britain  born, 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd  ,   never  mailer  had 

A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 

So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true, 

So  feat,   fo  nurfe-likej  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requeft,  which  I'll  make  bold  your  Highnefs 

Cannot  deny  :  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm, 

Though  he  hath  ferv'd  a  Roman,     Save  him.  Sir, 

And  fpare  no  blood  befide. 

Cy/r..  I've  furely  Teen  him  j  Hif 
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KTs  farour  is  ftmiliar  to  me. 

Bvy,  thou  haft  iook'd  thyfelf  into  my  grace, 

And  art  mine  own.     I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore 

To  fjy,  Litre,  boy:  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter,  live: 

&n.\  a/k  of  Cymbdine  what  boon  thou  wilt, 

Fiteing  my  bounty  and  thy  ftate,  I'll  give  it : 

Yea.,  though  thou  do  demand  a  pris'ner, 

The  nobleft  ta'en. 

kr.o.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 
Luc.   1  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad, 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

ha.  No,  no,  alack, 
ThereTs  other  work  in  hand  ;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death  ;  your  life,  good  mafter, 
Mirft  fliuffle  for  itfelf. 

Luc  The  bov  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me  :   briefly  die  their  joys, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys. 
Why  ftands  he  i"o  perplext  ? 

Gym-   What  wouldft  thou,  boy  ? 
I  Swe  thee  more  and  more  : '  think  more  and  more, 
What's  beft  to  aik.   Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  ?  fpeak» 
Wjlt  have  him  live  ?  is  he  thy  kin  ?  thy  friend  ? 

Jmo~   Ke  is  a  Roman,  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  T  to  your  Highnefs,  who  being  born  your  vafTal 
.  fometbing  nearer. 
C'j<Ti.  "Wherefore  eye'ft  him  fo  ? 
Itno.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  in  private,  ifyoupleafe 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cyti.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  lend  my  beft  cittentioB.     What's  thy  name  ? 
Iko.  Fidde,  Sir. 

Cym»  Thou'rt  my  good  youth,  my  page, 
jibe  thy  mafter  :  walk  with  me,  fpeak  freely. 

[Cymbeline  and  Imogen  go  afdrt 
Bel.  h  not  this  Boy  reviv'd  from  death  ? 
sirm.  One  fand 
■    Another  doth  not  more  refemble,  than 
'he  fweet  rofv  lad  who  died,  and  was 

Vol.VHI,  F  £  Guri, 
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Guid,  Ev'n  the  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace,  fee  more  j   he  eyes  us  not,  forbear. 
Creatures  may  be  alike  ,  were't  he,  I'm  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  t'  us. 

Guid.   But  we  law  him  dead. 

Bel.   Be  filent  j  let's  fee  further. 

^  Pif.   'Tis  my  miftrefs [AfJt. 

Since  fhe  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

Cym.  Come,  ftand  thou  by  our  fide. 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.  Sir,  ftep  you  forth,  [Telachime. 
Give  anl'wer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely, 
Or  by  our  greatnels  ajid  the  grace  of  it 
Which  is  our  honour,   bitter  torture  fhall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falihood.      On,   fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  reader 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Pojl.   What's  that  to  him  ? 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

Iach.  Thou 'It  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken,  that 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee, 

Cym.  How  ?  me  ? 

Iacb.   I'm  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  what 
Torments  me  to  conceal.      By  villainy 
I  got  this  ring  ;   'twas  Leonatus'  jewel  [thee, 

Whom  thou  didfl  banifh  :  and,  (which  more  mav  grieve 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
'Twixt  iky  and  ground.     Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Cym.   All  that 
Belongs  to  this. 

Iacb.  That  paragon,   thy  daughter, 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  bluod,  and  any  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember— give  me  leave,  I  faint—-    [Siveotmi 

Cym.   My  daughter,  what  of  her  ?  renew  thy  iliength  j 
I'ad  rather  thou  fhouldfr  live  while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more  :  ftrive,  man,  and  fpeak, 

Iacb.  Upon  a  time  (unhappy  was  the  c!o«_k 
That  ftruck  the  hour)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  manfion  where)   'twas  at  a  feair,   (oh  wcuM 
Our  viands  had  been,  pgifon/d  J  or  at  leaft  Thof© 
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hich  I  heav'd  to  head  :)  the  good  Poftkumuz-—' 
yb  h  !d  I  fay  ?  he  w.is  too  good  to  be 

Where  ill  men  were,  and  was  the  belt  of  all 
Amongfr  the  rnr'ft  of  good  ones  ..     ■       fitting  fadly, 
Hcarmg  us  praife  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boafr 
Of  him  that  beft  could  fpeak  ;   for  feature-,  laming 
The  fhrine  of  Vcr.-.n,  or  ftraight-pight  Minerva  x 
Poftures  beyond  brief  nature  ;  for  condition, 
A  fhop  of  all  the  qualities,   that  man 
Loves  woman  for  ;  befides,  that  hook  of  wiving, 
Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  eye 

C,in    I  ftand  on  fire. 
Come  to  the  matter. 

lath.  All  too  foon  I  mail, 
Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quickly.     This  Pcjlhumus, 
(Moft  like  a  noble  Lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  roval  lover)   took  his  hint  ; 
And,  not  difpraiiing  whom  we  prais'd,  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  mijrrefs'  picture  ;   which  by  his  tongue  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't,   ehber  our  braps 
Were  crack'd-of  kitchen -trulls,  or  his  defcription 
Prov'd  u«  unfpeaking  fots- 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  th'  purpofe, 
Jacb.   Your  daughter's  chaftity  ;   there  it  begins  5 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 
And  fhe  alone  were  cold  5   vvhereat,  I  wretch 
Made  fcruple  of  his  praife,  and  wag'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  this  which  then  he  were 
Upon  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 
Jn  fuit  the  place  ofs  bed, « and  win  this  ring, 
By  her  and  mine  adultery.      He,  true  Knight, 
No  lefTer  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  ftakes  this  ring, 
{And  would  fo,  had  it. been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Pkeelus,''  wheel  5   and  might  fo  fafely,   had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  cf's  car.      Away  to  Britain 
Poft  I  in  this  cefkn  :   well  may  you,  Sir, 
JRemember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 

F  f  2  By 
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By  yovr  chafte  daughter  the  wide  ditfeience 

'Twixt  amorous,  and  villainous.      Being  thus  quench** 

Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 

'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 

Moft  vilely  ;  for  my  vantage  excellent : 

And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevail'd, 

That  I  return' d  with  limular  proof  enough 

To  make  the  noble  Ltonatus  mad, 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown, 

With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 

Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet, 

(Oh  cunning  how  1  got  it  !)  nay,  fome  marks 

Of  fecret  on  her  perfon,  that  he  could  aot 

But  think  her  bond  of  chaftity  quite  crack'd, 

I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit  j  whereupon, 

Methinks  I  fee  him  now 

Pofi.   Ay,  fothoudoft,  [Comirg  fc-rx*r&> 

Italian  fiend  !  ah  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  villains  pafr,  in  being, 
To  come-- -oh  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifon, 
Some  upright  jufticer  !  Thou  King,  fend  out 
For  torturers  ingenious  ;  it  is  I 
That  all  th'  abhorred  things  o'th'  earth  amend, 
By  being  worfe  then  they.     I  am  PoJHsmus, 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter  :   villain-like,  1  lyej 
That  caus'd  a  leffer  villain  than  myfelf, 

A  facrilegious  thief,  to  do't.     The  temple 

Of  virtue  was  (he,  yea,  and  me  herfelr, 

Spit,  and  throw  (tones,  catt  mire  upon  me,  fet 

The  dogs  o'th'  ftreet  to  bait  me :   every  villain 

Be  call'd  Pojibumus  Leonatus,  and 

Be  villainy  lefs  than  'twas.     Oh  Imogen  ! 

My  Queen,  my  life,  my  wife  !   oh  Imogen, 

Jm*gen,  Imogen  ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  Lord,  hear,  hear 

Poll.  Shall's  have  a  play  of  this  ?  thou  fcornful  page, 

There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her,  Jbefans* 

Pif.  Oh  gentlemen,  oh,  help, 

Mine  and  your  miftrefs— Oh,  my  Lord  P*JU>kmns  T 
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You  np'er  kill'd  Imogen  'till  now— help,  help, 

Mine  honour'd  Lady 

Opr..  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 
Poll.  How  come  thefe  daggers  on  me  ? 
Pif.  Wake,  my  miftrefs  ! 

Cvwj.  If  this  be  fo,  the  Gods  do  mean  to  ftrike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 
PH.   Hew  fares  my  miftrefs  ? 
hio.  O  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon  !  dang'rous  fellow,  hence  ! 
Breathe  not  where  Princes  are. 
Cynt-  The  tune  of  Imogen  !  i 

Pif.  Lady,  the  Gods  throw  ftones  of  fulphur  on  me, 
If  what  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing  !   I  hud.it  from  the  Queen. 
Cym.  New  matter  ftili  ? 
Jma.  It  poifonM  me. 
Cor.  Oh  Gods  ! 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confefs'd, 
Which  muff  approve  thee  honeft.     If  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  fhe,  giv'n  his  miftrefs  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  fnc  is  ferv'd 
As  I  would  ferve  a  rat. 

Cym*   What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 
Car.  The  Queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importuned  me 
To  temper  poiions  for  her  j  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfafticn  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  noefteera  ;  I  dreading  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  fluff,  which  being  ta'en  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  life,  but  in  fhort  time 
Ail  offices  of  nature  fbould  again 

ir  due  functions.     Have  you  ta'en  of  it  ? 
.  Moil  like  1  aid,  for  I  was  dead. 
EJ.  My  boys, 
I    "re  was  our  frrror. 
Card.  This  is  fure  Fidete, 

i    *  Why  did  you  threw  your  weeded  Lady  from  you  ? 

[To  PoftKiunus. 
f  §  3  Thinfc 
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Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock,  and  now 

[Throwing  her  arms  about  bit  neck* 
Throw  me  again. 

Pojh  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul, 
'Till  the  tree  die  ! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  fleih  ?  my  child  ? 
What,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Jmo.  Your  bleffing,  Sir.  [Kneeing* 

Bel.  Tho'  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not, 
You  had  a  motive  fi&r't.      [To  Guiderius  and  Arviragus. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall 
Prove  holy -water  on  thee  !  Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Jmo.  I'm  forry  for't,  my  Lord. 

Cym.  Oh,  fhe  was  nought  j  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  fo  ftrangely  j  but  her  fon 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,   nor  where. 

Pif.  My  Lord, 
Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  fpeak  truth.     Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  Lady's  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  fword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwcre 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  fhe  went 
It  was  my  inftant  death.     By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  mailer's 
Then  in  my  pocket,  which  directed  her 
To  feek  him  on  the  mountains  near  to  Sdllfirdi) 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mafter's  garments^ 
Which  he  infore'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
With  unchafte  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  Lady's  honour  r   What  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Guid.  Let  me  end  the  ftory  j 
I  flew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  Gods  forcfend  ! 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  fhouid  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence  :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Guid.  I've  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it, 

Cym.  He  was  a  Prince, 

Guid, 
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Gdd.  A  moil  incivil  one.     The  wrongs  be  did  me 
"Were  nothing  Prince-like  j  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpum  the  fea, 
Could  it  fo  roar  to  me.     I  cut  off's  head, 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  landing  here 
To  tell  the  tale  or"  me. 

Cym.   I'm  lurry  for  thee  ; 
Ey  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  muft 
Endure  our  law  :  thou'rt  dead. 

bno.  That  headlefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  mv  Lord. 

C\m.   Bind  the  offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence.  «- 

Be!.  Stay,   Sir  King, 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  lie  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thvfelf,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merked,  than  a  baad  of  Clotem 
Had  ever  fear  fur.     Let  his  arms  aione,     [To  tbs  Guard, 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Gpw.    Why,  eld  foldier, 
Will  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  fax, 
By  tempting  of  our  wrath  ?  how  of  defcent 
As  good  «s  we  ? 

Jir'v.   In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Lym.   And  thou  lhalc  die  for't. 

Bit.    We  will  die  ail  three, 
Eut  f  will  prove  Ehat  two  on's  arc  as  good 
As  I've  g:v'n  out  of  him.     My  fons,   I  mull 
Fqi  mine  own  part  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech, 
Tiiough  haply  well  for  you. 

Arv,    Vo.ir  Ganger's  ouT5. 

Guid.   And  cur  good  yours. 

Ed    Have  at  it  then,  by  leave  : 
Ti.o.i  had  it,  great  King,   a  fub;,e<£>,  who  was  calPd 
Bedarius. 

Cyrr..   What  of  him  ?  a  bani.Vd  traitor, 

Ed    He  it  is  that  hath 
AiVum,d  tnis  age  j  indeed  a  banifh'd  man, 
I  know  sot  hew  a  traitor. 

Cf>n.  Take  him  hence, 
The  vr-ola  woiic  mail  r.vt  favs  him,  £e\ 
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Bel.  Not  too  hot : 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  nurfing  of  thy  fons, 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,'  l"o  loon 
As  I've  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.    Nurfing  of  my  fons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  faucy  ;  here's  my  knee: 
Ere  I  arife,   I  will  prefer  my  fons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  genfl-men  that  call  me  father 
And  think  they  are  my  fons,   arc  none  of  mine, 
They  are  the  ifiue  of  your  loins,  my  Liege, 
And  b'ood  of  your  b-gerting. 

Cym.   How  ?  my  iffue  ? 

Bel.  So  Aire  as  you,  your  father's  :   T,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Bellarius  whom  you  fometime  banifh'd  ; 
Your  pieafure  was  my  near  offence,  my  puniihment 
Itfelf,  and  all  my  treafon  :   That  I  fufr'er'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.      Thefe  gentle  Prince*, 
(For  luch  and  fo  they  are)  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  trained  up  ;  fuch  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them.      Sir,  my  breeding  was, 
As  your  Grace  knows.      Their  nurfe  Euripbite, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  ftole  thele  children 
Upon  my  banifliment :   I  mov'd  her  to't, 
Having  receiv'd  the  puniihment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then.      Beatings  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treafon.     Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  map'd 
Unto  my  end  of  ftealing  them.     But,  Sir, 
Here  are  your  fons  again  ;   and  I  muft  lofe 
Two  of  the  fweetYr.  companions  in  the  world. 
The  benediction  of  thefe  covering  heav'ns 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew  !   for  they  are  worthy 
To  in-lay  heav'n  with  frars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'ft,  and  lpeak'ft  : 
The  fervice  that  you  trr:e  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  than  this  thou  tell'ft.     I  loft  my  children-  — 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wiih 
x\  pair  of  worthier  fons. 

Be!.  Be  pleas'd  a  while— 
This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Paladtur,  Moft 
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Mof!  Worthy  Prince,  as  your?,   is  true  Guidcrius: 
This  gvntlcman,  my  Cadiva!,  Arviragux* 
Your  younger  princely  foa  j   he,  Sir,  was  lapt 
In  a  mart  curious  rmnde,  wrought  by  th'  hand 
Or  his  Qjeeu-mother.    which  for  mors  probation 
I  can  wi:h  eafc  produce. 

Cym    Guiiitrius  had 
Upjn  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fajiguine  fkr, 
Ic  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.   This  is  he  ; 
Who  hath  upon  him  frill  that  nat'ral  rtfcmp  : 
It  was  wife  nature's  end  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.   Oh,   what  am  I  ? 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  ne'er  mother 
JRejbic'd  deliverance  more  j  blefr  may  you  be, 
That  after  this  ilrange  ftarting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  !  oh  Imogen. 
Thou'ait  foft  by  this  a  Kingdom. 

Itr.o.   No,  my  Lord  : 
I've  got  two  worlds  by't.     Oh  my  gentle  brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  oh,  never  fay  hereafter 
But  I  am  trueft  fpcaker.     You  cali'd  me  brother 
When  J  was  but  your  filler  :  I,  you  brothers, 
When  ye  were  fo  indeed. 

Cym.   Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Guid.   And  at  firfc  meeting  3ov*d, 
Continued  fo,  until  we  thought  fte  died. 

Cor.   By  tbe  Queen's  dram  fhe  fwallow'd, 

Cym.   O  rare  initincl  ! 
When  fliali  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Katb  to  it.  circuTsftantial  branches,  which 
Diftinc"tion  mould  be  rich  in.      Where  ?  how  liv'd  you  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
Hnv  parte.!  with  your  brothers  ?  how  fir  ft  met  them? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  Court  ?  and  whither  ?  thefe, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  net  how  much  more,  mould  be  demanded, 
And  all  thti  other  by-dependances 
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From  chance  to  chance  :  but  not  the  time  nor  place 

Will  ferve  long  interrogator!  s.     See, 

Pojijpumus  anchors  upon  Imogen  ; 

And  fne,  like  harmleis  lightning,  thrbwg'her  e-e 

On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  tnafter  ;   hitting 

Each  obfeel:  with  a  joy.*   The  counter-change 

Is  l'ev'rally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground, 

And  fmoak  the  temple  with  our  facrifices. 

Thou  art  my  brother,  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever.  [To  Bellarius^ 

Imo.  You  are  my  father  too,  and  did  rJieye  me, 
To  fee  this  gracious  feai'on. 

Cyrn.  All  over-joy'd, 
Save  thefe  in  bonds  :  let  tiiem  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  mall  tafte  our  comfort. 

Into.    My  good  matter, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 
Luc.  Happy  be  you  ! 

Cym.  The  forlorn  foldier  that  fo  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  ihis  place,   and  grae'd 
The  thankings  cf  a  King. 

Pvjl.  "lis  I  am,  Sir, 
The  foldier  thdt  did  company  thefe  three. 
In  poor  befeeming  :  'twas  a  Stmt 
The  purpofe  I  then  follow'*!.     That  f  v.-.r  he, 
Speak,  Iachimo,  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  your  fmifh. 

lack.  I  am  down  again  :  [Kt:cehn 

But  now  my  heavy  confluence  finks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.      Take  th.it  life    'befeech  you, 
V%  hich  I  fo  often  owe!1 :  but  your  ring  firfT, 
And  here  your  bracelet  of  the  truer!  Princeft 
That  ever  fvvore  her  faith. 
Poft.  Kneel  not  to  me  : 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  you  : 
The  nv.'ice  tow'rds  you,   to  forgive  you.     Live, 
An!  dtul  with  others  better. 

.   Nobly  doom'd  : 
We'll  learn  our  freertefs  of  a  fon-inriuw  } 
V^rdon's  the  word  to  all. 
A->->>  You  help'd  us,  Sir, 

A* 


